Cfie  iLifcrarp 

of  tfcic 

f3ntoet0itp  of  J!3ort&  Carolina 


'ES is  booh  teas  pre senteti 
Dr.  Hardin   Crau  £ 


* 


ft 


% 


S    I    X 

OLD      PLAYS, 

ON     WHICH 

SHAKSPEARE 

FOUNDED     HIS 

MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 

TAMING  THE  SHREW. 

KING  JOHN. 

K.  HENRY  IV.  AND  K.  HENRY  V. 

KING  LEAR. 

IN     TWO     VOLUMES. 


VOLUME    II. 


LONDON, 

Printed  for  S.  Leacroft,  Charin^-Crofs : 

And  fold  by  J.  Ni  ch  ols,  Red-Lion  Paflage,  Fleet-fheet; 

T.  E  y  a  n  s,  in  the  Strand ;  and  H.  P  a  y  n  e,  Pall  Mall, 


JVIDCCLXXIX. 


OLD     PLAYS 

VOLUME   THE   SECOND. 


CONTAINING 

THE  TROUBLESOME  REIGN  OF  K.  JOHN* 

THE  FAMOUS  VICTORIES  OF  HENRY  V. 

THE  TRUE  CHRONICLE  HISTORY  OF  KING  LEIR, 

AND    HIS"  THREE    DAUGHTERS,     GONORILL, 

RAGAN,  AND  CORDELLA. 


Vol.  If.  •  a  a 


\ 


THE 

SECOND      PART 

O  F    T  H  E 

Troublefome  RAIGNE  of 

KING      JOHN. 

CONTAINING 

The  Entrance  of  Lewis  the  French  Kings  Sonne: 

WITH    THE 

Poyfoning  of  King  John  by  a  Monke. 


S3  THE 


THE     SECOND     PART 
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CONTAINING 

The  Entrance  of  Lewis  the  French  Kings  Sonne: 

-w  ITH    TH  E 

Poyfoning  of  King  John  by  a  Monke, 

Enter  yong  Arthur  on  the  walls. 

NO  W  help  good  hap  to  further  mine  entent, 
CrofTe  not  my  youth  with  any  more  extremes  : 
I  venter  life  to  gaine  my  libertie, 
And  if  I  die,  worlds  troubles  have  an  end. 
Feare  gins  dilfivade  the  ftrength  of  my  refolve, 
My  holde  will  faile,  and  then  alas  I  all, 
And  if  I  tall,  no  queftion  death  is  next : 
Better  deiiir,  and  live  in  prifon  Hill. 
Prilbn  faid  1  ?  nay,  rather  death  than  fo  : 

S  4  Comfort 
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Comfort  and  courage  come  againe  to  me, 
lie  venter  fure :  tis  but  a  leape  for  life. 

He  kapeS)  and  briefing  bis  bones,  after  he  was  from  bis  traunces 
Jpeakes  thus  ; 

Hoe,  who  is  nigh  ?  fome  bodie  take  me  up. 

Where  is  my  mother  ?  let  me  fpeake  with  her. 

Who  hurts  me  thus  ?  fpeake  hoe,  where  are  you  gone  f 

Ay  me  poore  Arthur,  I  am  heere  alone. 

Why  calld  I  mother,  how  did  I  forget? 

My  rail,  my  fall,  hath  killd  my  mothers  fonne. 

How  will  fhe  weepe  at  tidings  of  my  death  ? 

My  death  indeed,  O  God,  my  bones  are  burft. 

Sweete  Jefu  lave  my  lbule,  forgive  my  rafh  attempt, 

Comfort  my  mother,  fhield  her  from  defpaire, 

When  fhee  (hall  heare  my  tragycke  overthrown 

My  heart  controls  the  office  of  my  tongue, 

My  vitall  powers  forfake  my  brufed  trunke, 

I  die  I  die,  heaven  take  my  fleeting  foule, 

Arm  lady  mother  all  good  hap  to  thee.  [He  dies. 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salifburie,  EiTex. 

EJcx. 
My  lords  of  Pembroke  and  of  Salijburit, 
We  mud:  be  careful!  in  our  policie, 
To  undermine  the  keepers  of  this  place, 
Elfe  (hall  we  never  find  the  princes  grave. 


D  -ib 


anbroke. 


My  lord  of  Ejjex,  take  no  care  for  that, 
]  warrant  you  it  was  not  clofely  done. 
But  who  is  this  ?  lo  lords  the  withered  flowre, 
Who  in  his  life  Ihin'd  like  the  mornings  blum, 
Calf  outadoore,  deni'd  his  buriall  right, 
A  prey  tor  birds  and  beails  to  gorge  upon. 

SaUJburie. 

O  ruth  full  fpedacle  !  O  damned  deed ! 
My  finewes  (hake,  my  very  heart  doth  bleed. 


FJe*. 
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Ejex. 
Leave  childifh  teares  brave  lords  of  England, 
It"  water-floods  could  fetch  his  life  againe, 
My  eies  (hould  conduit  forth  a  fea  of  teares. 
If  fobs  would  helpe,  or  forows  ferve  the  turne, 
My  heart  (hould  volley  out  deepe  piercing  plaints. 
But  bootelelfe  were't  to  breath  as  many  (ighes 
As  might  eclipfe  the  brightelt  fommers  funne, 
Here  reils  the  helpe,  a  fervice  to  his  ghoit. 
Let  not  the  tyrant  caufer  of  this  dole, 
Live  to  triumph  in  ruth  full  maiTacres, 
Give  hand  and  heart,  and  Englijbmcn  to  armes, 
Tis  Gods  decree  to  wreake  us  of  thefe  harmes. 
Pembroke, 
The  belt  advice :  but  who  comes  polling  here  ? 

Enter  Hubert. 

Right  noble  lords,  I  fpeake  unto  you  all, 
The  king  entreats  your  fooneft  fpeed 
To  vifit  him,  who  on  your  prefect  want, 
Did  ban  and  curie  his  birth,  himielfe  and  me, 
For  executing  ot  his  ftrict  command. 
I  faw  his  paffion,  and  at  fitteft.  time, 
AiTur'd  him  of  his  coufins  beinpr  fafe, 
Whom  pity  would  not  let  me  doe  to  death  : 
He  craves  your  company  my  lords  in  hafte, 
To  whom  I  will  conduct  young  Arthur  flraight, 
Who  is  in  health  under  my  cuftody. 
Efix. 
In  health  bafe  villaine,  were't  not  I  leave  the  crime 
To  Gods  revenge,  to  whom  revenge  belongs, 
Here  (hould'lt  thou  perifh  on  my  rapiers  point, 
Call'it  thou  thiv  health  ?  fuch  health  betide  thy  friends, 
And  all  that  are  of  thy  condition. 
Hubert. 
My  lords,  but  heare  me  fpeake,  and  kil  me  then, 
If  here  I  left  not  this  yong  prince  alive, 
Maugre  the  haltie  edict  of  the  king, 
Whagave  me  charge  to  put  ou;  both  his  eve», 

That 
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That  God  thnt  gave  me  living  to  this  houre, 
Thunder  revenge  upon  me  in  this  place: 
And  as  I  tendrtd  him  with  earned  love, 
So  God  love  me,  and  then  I  mall  be  we  1. 
Salifbwy, 
Hence  traytor  hence,  thy  couniel  is  herein. 

[Exit  Hubert. 
Some  in  this  p^ace  appointed  by  the  king, 
Have  throwne  him  from  this  lodging  here  above, 
And  fure  the  murther  hath  bin  newly  done, 
For  yet  the  body  is  not  fully  cold. 
EJex. 
How  (ay  you  lords,  fnal  we  with  fpeed  difpatch 
Under  our  hands  a  packet  into  France, 
To  bid  the  Dolphin  enter  with  his  force, 
To  claime  the  kingdom   for  his  proper  right, 
His  tirie  maketh  lawful!  ltren^th  thereto. 
Be  fides,  the  Pope,  on  peril  of  his  curfe, 
Hath  bard  us  or  obedience  unto  John, 
This  hatefull  murder,  Lew's  his  true  defcent, 
The  holy  charge  that  wc  receiv'd  from  Rome, 
Are  weigluie  reafons,  if  you  like  my  reed, 
To  make  us  all  perfever  in  this  deed. 
Pembroke, 
My  lord  of  EJpx,  well  have  you  advis'd, 
I  will  accord  to  further  you  in  this. 
SaHjbuty. 
And  Salifbwy  will  not  gainefay  the  fame: 
But  aide  that  courfe  as  farce  forth  as  he  can. 
E0cx. 
Then  each  of  us  fend  ftraight  to  his  allies, 
1*o  win  them  to  this  famous  enterprife: 
And  let  us  all  yclad  in  palmers  weed, 
The  tenth  of  April  at  S.  Edmunds  Bury 
Meet  to  conferre,  and  on  the  altar  there 
Sweare  fecrecie  and  aid  to  this  advife. 
Meane  while,  let  us  convey  this  body  hence, 
And  give   him  buriall,  as  befits  his   ftate, 
Keeping  his  months  mind,  and  his  obfequies 
With  folemne  interceffion  for  his  ibule. 
How  fey  you  lordings,  are  you  all  agreed  ? 

Pembroke, 
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Pembroke. 
The  tenth  of  April  at  S.  Edmunds  B 

Cud  letting  not,  1  will  not  faile  the  time. 
Effix. 

Then  let  us  all  convey  the  body  hence.  [E.>. 

Enter  K.  John,  witl  tv:o  or  three%  and  the  p. 

John. 
Difrurbed  thoughts,  foredooraers  of  mine  ill, 
Di m  acted  pallions,  iignes  of  growing  harme?, 

age  prophecies  of  imminent  miihap*^ 
Confound  my  wits,  and  dull  my  feuJes  h>, 
That  every  object   thefe  mine  eics  behold, 
me  inirruments  to  bring  me  to  my  end. 
Aiceiifion  day  \i  come.  John  feue  not  then 
prodigies  this  prattling  prophet   threat;-. 
Tis  come  indeed  :  ah  were  it  fully  pail, 
Then  were  I  sarelefie  of  a  thou  fa nd  fearesi 
The  diall  tels  me,  it  is  twelve  at  nooiie. 
\\  ere  twelve  at  midnight  pall,  then  might  I  vaunt, 
Falie  leers  prophecies  of  no  import. 
Could  I  as  ueil  with  this  right  hand  ot  mine 
Remove  the  funne  from  our  meridian, 
Unto  the  mooneiled  circle  ofth'  Antipodes, 
As  turne  this  fteele  from  twelve  to  twelve  age::, 
Then  'John,  the  date  of  fatal!  prophecies, 
Should  with  the  prophets  li:e  togethei    end. 

fa  cadant  inter  calirm  fupn  \bra» 

P.  er,  unfay  thy  footrfti  rioting  rireame, 
And  by  the  crowned  England  here  1  fweare, 
To  make  ih.ee  great,  and  g'eateft  of  thy  kin. 

King  John,  although  the  time  I  have  prefcrib'd 
Be  but  twelve  houres  remaining  yet  behind, 

doe  I  know  by  infpiration, 
Ere  that  iixr  time  be  fully  come  about, 
King  John  foal]  not  L>e  kiny  as  heretofore. 
j 
Vaine.  buzzard,   what  mi  Teh  a  nee  can  chance  Co  foonC| 
fet  a  king  i  efi  ill  ['eat  r 

Mi 
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My  heart  is  £3od,  my  body  pafiing  flrong, 
My  land  in  peace,  my  enemies  fubdu'd, 
Onely  my  barons  ttorme  at  Arthurs  death, 
But  Arthur  lives,  I  there  the  challenge  grovves, 
Were  he  difpatch'd  unto  his  longeft  home, 
Then  were  the  king  fecure  of  thoufand  roes. 
Hubert,  what  newes  with  thee,  where  are  my  lords  ? 
Hubert, 

Hard  newes  my  lord,  Arthur  the  lovely  prince, 
Seeking  to  efcape  over  the  callle  walles, 
Fell  headlong  downe,  and  in  the  curled  fall 
He  brake  his  bones,  and  there  before  the  gate 
Your  barons  found  him  dead,  and  breathlelle  quite. 
John, 

Is  Arthur  dead  ?  then  Hubert  without  more  wordes  hang 
the  prophet. 
Away  with  Peter,  villain  out  of  my  fight, 
I  am  dcare,  be  gone,  let  him  not  i'peake  a  word. 
Now  Jchn%  thy  feares  are  vanifht  into  fmoake, 
Arthur  is  dead,  thou  guiltlefle  of  his  death. 
Sweet  youth,  but  that  I  ftrived  for  a  crowne, 
I  could  have  well  affoarded  to  thine  age, 
Long  Jiie,  and  happineife  to  thy  content. 

Enter  the  Baflard, 

John, 
Philip  what  newes  with  thee? 

Ba/larJ. 
The  newes  I  heard  was  Peters. prayers, 
Who  wiflit  like  fortune  to  befall  us  all: 
And  with  that  word,  the  rope  his  latelt  friend, 
Kept  him  from   i ailing  headlong  to  the  ground. 
John, 
There  let  him  hang,  and  be  the  ravens  food, 
While  Jt.hn  ttiumphs  in  lpite  of  prophecies. 
But  whats  the  tydinga  from  the  popelings  now? 
What  fay  the  rnouk.es  and  priefts  to  our  proceedings  ? 
Or  vv here's   fhe  barons  that  to  fuddainely 
Did  leave  the  king  upon  a  faJfe  iurmiie  ? 

Bafiard. 
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Bajlard. 

The  prelates  ftorme  and  thirfl  for  fharp  revenge  : 
But  pleafe  your  majeitie,  were  that  the  word, 
Is  little  fkild  :  a  greater  danger  growes, 
Which  mull:  be  weeded  out  by  careiuil  fpeed, 
Or  all  is  loft,  for  all  is  leveld  at. 
John. 

More  frights  and  feares !  what  ere  thy  tidings  be, 
I  am  prepar'd:   then   Philip,  quickly  fay, 
Meane  they  to  murder,  or  imprifon  me, 
To  give  my  crovvne  away  to  Rome  or  France  ; 
Or  will  they  each  of  them  become  a  king? 
Worfe  than  I  thinke  it  is,  it  cannot  be. 
Bafiard, 

Not  worfe  rrry  lord,  but  every  whit  as  bad. 
The  nobles  have  elected  Lewis  king, 
In  right  of  lady  Blanch,  your  neece,  his  wife  : 
His  landing  is  expecled  every  houre, 
The  nobles,  commons,  clergie,  all  elktes, 
Incited  chiefly  by  the  cardinall, 
Pandulph  that  lies  here  legate  for  the  Pope, 
Thinke  long  to  fee  their  new  eleded  king. 
And  for  undoubted  proofe,  fee  here  nay  liege, 
Letters  to  me  from  your  nobilitie, 
To  be  a  partie  in  this  a&ion  : 
Who  under  fhew  of  fained  holineiTe, 
Appoint  their  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  Burie. 
There  to  confult,  conlpire,  and  conclude 
The  overthrowe  and  downefall  of  your  itate. 
John. 

Why  fo  it  muft  be  :  one  houre  of  content, 
Match'd  with  a  month  of  paffionate  efte&s. 
Why  mines  the  funne  to  favour  this  confort  ? 
Why  doe  the  winds  not  break  their  brazen  gates, 
And  fcatter  all  thefe  perjur'd  complices, 
With  all  their  counfels,  and  their  damned  drifts  i 
-But  fee  the  welkin  rolleth  gentlv  on, 
There's  not  a  lowring  cloud  to  Ifrowne  on  them  ; 
The  heaven,  the  earth,  the  funne,  the  moone  and  all, 
Confpire  with  thofe  confederates  my  decay. 

Then 
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Then  hell  for  me,  if  any  power  be  there, 
Forfake  that  place,   and  guide  me  itep  by  llep, 
To  poyfon,  ftrangle,  muuLr  in  their  fleps 
Thefe  traytors  :  oh  that  name  is  too  good  for  them, 
And  death  is  eafie  '•   is  there  nothing  vvorfe, 
To  wreake  me  on  this  proud  peace-breaking  crew  ? 
What  faitl   thouPhify?  why  affifts  thou  not  ? 
Bq/Iard. 

Thefe  curfes  (good  my  lord)  fit  not  the  feafon  : 
Kelt)  mult  defcend  from  heaven  againit  this  treaion  ? 
John. 

Nay  thou  wilt  prove  a  tray  tor  with  the  reft, 
Goe  get  thee  to  them,  lhame  come  to  you  all. 
Bafiard. 

I  would  be  loath  to  leave  your  highnefie  thus, 
Yet  you  command,  and  I,  though  griev'd,  will  goe. 
John. 

Ah  Philip,  whither  go'ft  thou  ?  come  againe. 
Baflard. 

My  lord,  thefe  motions  are  as  paffions  of  a  mad  man. 
John, 

A  mad  man  Philip,  I  am  mad  indeed, 
My  heart  is  maz'd,  my  fences  all   foredone. 
And  John  of  England  now  is  quite  undone. 
Was  ever  king  as  I  oppreit  with  cares  ? 
Dame  Elianor  my  noble  mother  queene, 
My  onely  hope  and  comfort  in  diftrefie, 
Is  dead,  and  England  excommunicate, 
And  I  am  interdicted  by  the  pope, 
All  churches  curit,  their  doores  are  fealed  up, 
And  for  the  pleafure  of  the  RomiJJ?  prieit, 
The  fervice  of  the  highelt  is  neglected, 
The  multitude  (a  beatt  of  many  heads) 
Doe  wifh  confulion  to  their  foveraigne  : 
The  nobles  blinded  with  ambitions  rumes, 
Aflemble  powers  to  beate  mine  empire  downe, 
And  more  than  this,  elect  a  forrein  king. 
O  England,  wert  thou  ever  miferable, 
King  John  of  England Tees  thee  miferable: 
John^  tis  thy  finnes  that  makes  it  miferable, 

Vuicquid 
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$>uicquid  delirunt  Reges,  pleclnntur  Acbivl. 

Philip,  as  thou  halt  ever  lov'd  thy  Jcing, 
So  (how  it  now  :  poll  to  S.  Edmunds  Bu     , 
Diflemble  with  the   nobles,  know  their  drifts, 
Confound  their  divellilh  plots,  and  damned  devifes. 
Though  John  be  fauhie,  yet  let  fuoje&s  beare, 
He  will  amend,  and  right  the  peoples  wrongs. 
A  mother  though  ihee  were  unnatural), 
Is  better  than  the  kindeil  ilep-dame  is : 
Let  never  EngUJhman  trull  forraine  rule. 
Then  Philip  ihew  thy  fealty  to  thy  king, 
And  mongit  the  nobles  plead  thou  for  the  king. 
Bq/iard. 
I  goe  my  lord  :  fee  how  he  is  diftraught, 
This  is  the  curled  priclt  of  Italy 
Hath  hcap'd  thefe  mifchiefes  on  this  haplefle  land. 
Now  Philips  hadit  thou  Tallies  eloquence, 

Then  might'll  thcu  hope  to  plead  with  good  fucccfie.    [Exit, 
John. 
And  art  thou  gone  ?  fuccefle  may  follow  thee  : 
Thus  haft  thou  (hew'd  thy  kindnelle  to  thy  king. 

Sirra,  in  hafte  goe  greet  the  cardinall, 

Pandulpb  I  meane,  the  legat  from  the  Pope. 

Say  that  the  king  delires  to  fpeake  with  him. 

Now  John  bcthinke  thee  how  thou  mailt  refolvc: 

And  ir  thou  wilt  continue  England*  king, 

Then  call  about  to  keepe  thy  diadem  ; 

For  lite  and  land,  and  all  is  leveld  at. 

The  pope  of  Rome,  tis  he  that  is  the  caufe, 

He  curfeth  thee,   he  lets  thy  fubjects  nee 

From  due  obedience  to  their  foveraigne  : 

He  animates  the  nobles  in  their  waires, 

He  gives  away  the  crowne  to  Philips  lonne. 

And  pardons  all  that  feeke  to  murthejr  thee  : 

And  thus  blind  zeale  is  ftiil  predominant. 

Then  John     ere  is  no  way  to  keepe  thy  crowne, 

But  finely  to  diflemble  with  the  pope: 

That  hand  that  gave  the  wound  mult  give  the  falvc 

To  cure  the  hurt,  elfe  quite  incurable. 

Thy  fumes  are  iarie  too  great  to  be  the  man 

T'abolim 
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T'abolifh  pope,  and  poperie  from  thy  realme: 
But  in  thy  feate,  if  I  may  guefib  at  all, 
A  king  shall  raigne  that  mail  lupprefTe  them  all. 
Peace  John,  here  comes  the  legate  of  the  pope, 
Diilemble  thou,  and  vvhatfoere  thou  fai'ft, 
Yet  wkh  thy  heart  vvifh  their  confuiion. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

Pandulph. 

Now  John,  unworthy  man  to  breath  on  earih, 
That  do' it  oppugne  againfl  thy  mother  church  : 
Why  am  I  fent  for  to  thy  curfed  felfe  ? 
John. 

Thou  man  of  God,  vicegerent  for  the  pope. 
The  holy  vicar  of  S.  Peters  church, 
Upon  my  knees,  I  pardon  crave  ot  thee, 
And  doe  fubmit  me  to  the  fee  of  Rome, 
And  vow  for  penance  of  my  high  offence, 
To  take  on  me  the  holy  crofTe  of  Chrift, 
And  carry  armes  in  holy  chriiVian  warres. 
Pandulph, 

No  Jobn,  thy  crowching  and  dilTembling  thus 
Cannot  deceive  the  legate  of  the  pope, 
Say  what  thou  wilt,  I  will  not  credite  thee  : 
Thy  crowne  and  kingdome  both  are  tane  away, 
And  thou  art  curil  without  redemption. 
Jobn. 

Accurft  indeede  to  kneele  to  fuch  a  drudge, 
And  get  no  help  with  thy  fubmitfion, 
Unmeathe  thy  fword,  and  (ley  the  mifprowd  prieft 
That  thus  triumphs  ore  thee  a  mightie  king : 
No  Jobn,  fubmit  againe,  diilemble  yet, 
For  prieils  and  women  muft  be  flattered. 
Yet  holy  father  thou  thy  felfe  doft  know, 
No  time  too  late  for  fmners  to  repent, 
Abfolve  me  then,  and  Jobn  doth  fweare  to  do 
The  uttermoft  what  ever  thou  demaundft. 
Pandulph, 

Jobn,  now  I  fee  thy  hearty  penitence, 
I  rew  and  pitty  thy  diitreft  citate, 
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One  way  is  left  to  reconcile  thy  fclfe, 
And  oncly  one  which  I  llmli  ftcw  to  thee. 
Thou  mult  lui  render  to  the  lee  of  Rome 
Thy  crowne  and  diadem,  then  (hall  the  pope 
Defend  thee  from  th'invalum  of  thy  toes. 
And  where  his  holineile  hath  kindled  Fraunce, 
And  let  thy  fubjefifs  hearts  at  warre  with  thee, 
Then  (hall  he  curie  thy  foes,  and  beate  them  downe, 
That  feeke  the  difcontenunent  of  the  king. 
John. 
From  bad  to  worfe,  or  I  mull  loofe  my  reahne, 
Or  give  my  crowne  for  penance  unto  Rome : 
A  miferie  more  piercing  than  the  darts 
That  breake  from  burning  exhalations  power. 
What,  (hall  I  give  my  crowne  with  this  right  hand  .5 
No:   with  this  hand  defend  thy  crowne  and  thee. 
What  newes  with  thee ? 

EffUr  MeJJcnger. 

Pleafe  it  your  majeflie,  there  is  defcried  on  the  coafl  of 
Kent  an  hundred  fayle  of  mips,  which  of  all  men  is  thought 
to  be  the  French  fleet,  under  the  conduct  of  the  Dolphin,  fo 
that  it  puts  the  countrey  in  a  mutiny,  fo  they  fend  to  your 
grace  for  fuccour. 

K.  John. 

How  now  lord  Cardinal,  what's  your  beil  advifc? 

Thefe  mutinies  muft  be  allaid  in  time,  i 

By  policy  or  headitrong  rage  at  leaf1. 
O  Jnbn,  thefe  troubles  tyre  thy  wearied  foule, 
And  like  to  Luna  in  a  fad  eclipfe, 
So  are  thy  thoughts  and  pallions  tor  this  nswes. 
Well  may  it  be,  when  kings  are  grieved  fo, 
The  vulgar  fort  worke  princes  overthrowe. 
Cardinal. 

K.  Jobtty  for  not  effecting  of  thy  plighted  vow, 
This  ftrange  annoyance  happens  to  thy  land ; 
But  yet  be  reconcil'd  unto  the  church, 
And  nothing  frail  be  grievous  to  thy  itate. 

T  jUm* 
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John, 
Oh  Pandulph,  be  it  as  thou  hall:  decreed, 
John  will  not  lpurne  againft  thy  found  advife, 
Come  lets  away,  and  with  thy  helpe  I  trow, 
JNly  realme  ftiall  rlourifh,  and  my  crowne  in  peace. 

Enter  the  nobles,    Pembrooke,    KfTex,    Chelter,    Bewchampr. 
Clare,  nuitb  others. 

Pembrooke. 
Now  fweet  S.  Edmund  holy  faint  in  heaven, 
Whofe  (hrine  is  facred,  high  eileem'd  on  earth, 
Inruze  a  conltant  zeale  in  all  our  hearts, 
To  profecute  this  act  of  mickle  weight, 
Lord  Bevochampe  fay,  what  friends  have  you  procur'd. 
Bevxhampe. 
The  L.  Fitz  Water,  L.  Percie,   and  L.  Rqfc 
Vow'd  meeting  here  this  day  the  leventh  houre. 
Ejfex. 
Under  the  cloke  of  holy  pilgrimage^ 
By  that  fame  houre  on  warrant  of  their  faith, 
Philip  Plantaginct,  a  bird  of  fwifteft  wing, 
Lord  Euflace,  Vefcy,  lord  Crejfy,  and  lord  Moivbrej, 
Appointed  meeting  at  S.  Edmunds  (hrine. 
Pembrooke. 
Untill  their  prefence,  He  conceale  my  tale, 
Sweet  complices  in  holy  chriilian  acts, 
That  venture  for  the  purchafle  ot  renowne, 
Thrice  welcome  to  the  league  ot  high  refolve, 
That  pawne  their  bodies  for  their  foules  regard. 
Ejex. 
Now  wanteth  but  the  reft  to  end  this  worke, 
In  pilgi'imes  habite  conies  our  ho'y  troupe 
A  furlong  hence,  with  fwift  unwoonted  pace. 
May  be  tney  are  the  perfons  you  expect. 
Pembrooke. 
With  fwift  unwoonted  gate,  fee  what  a  thing  is  zeale, 
That  fpurs  them  on  with  fervence  to  this  (hrine, 
Now  joy  come  to  them  for  their  true  intent: 
And  in  good  time,  here  come  the  war-men  all, 
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Tlr.it  fwe.it  in  body  by  the  minds  difeafe  : 
Hap  and  harts-eafe  brave  lordings  be  your  lot. 

Enter  the  Ba/lard  Philip,  &c. 

Amen  my  lords,  the  like  betide  your  lucke, 
And  all  that  travel!  in  a  chriftian  caufe. 
Kipx. 
Cheercly  repli'd  brave  branch  of  kingly  itocke, 
A  right  Piantagenet  mould  reafon  fo. 
But  iilence  lords,  attend  our  commings  caufe  : 
The  fervile  yoke  that  pained  us  with  toyle, 
On  ftrong  inftincl  hath  fram'd  this  conventicle, 
To  eafe  our  necks  of  fervitudes  contempt. 
Should  I  not  name  the  foeman  of  our  red, 
Which  of  you  all  fo  barren  in  conceipt, 
As  cannot  levell  at  the  man  I  meane  ? 
But  left  enigma's  fhadow  mining  truth, 
Plainely  to  paint,  as  truth  requires  no  art. 
Th'effecl  of  this  refort  importeth  this, 
To  root  and  cleane  extirpate  tyrant  John, 
Tyrant  I  fay,  appealing  to  the  man, 
If  any  here  that  loves  him,  and  I  afke, 
What  kindfhip,  lenitie,  or  chriftian  raigne, 
Rules  in  the  man,  to  barre  this  foule  impeach  ? 
Firft  1  inferre  the  Chejlers  banimment : 
For  reprehending  him  in  moll:  unchriftian  crimes, 
Was  fpeciall  notice  of  a  tyrants  will. 
But  were  this  all,  the  divell  mould  be  fav'd, 
But  this  the  leait  of  many  tboufand  faults, 
That  circumftance  with  leifure  might  difplay. 
Our  private  wrongs,  no  parcell  of  my  tale 
Which  now  in  prefence,  but  for  fome  great  caufe 
Might  wifh  to  him  as  to  a  mortall  foe. 
But  fiiall  I  clofc  the  period  with  an  act 
Abhorring  in  the  eares  of  chriftian  men, 
His  couiins  death,  that  fweet  unguiltie  child, 
Untimeiy  butcherd  by  the  tyrants  meanes, 
Here  are  my  proofes,  as  cleere  as  gravel  brooke, 
And  on  the  fame  I  further  mull  inferr«, 
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That  who  upholds  a  tyrant  in  his  courfe, 
Is  culpable  of  all  his  damned  guilt. 
To  (hew  the  which,  is  yet  to  be  defcrib'd. 
My  lord  of"  Pcmbrooke  %  (hewe  what  is  behinde, 
Onely  I  fay,  that  were  there  nothing  elle 
To  moove  us,  but  the  popes  molt  dreadfull  curfe? 
Whereof  we  are  allured,  if  we  faile, 
It  were  enough  to  inftigate  us  all, 
With  earneftnelle  of  fprite,  to  feeke  a  mear.e 
To  difpoflclfe  John  of  his  regiment. 
Pcmbrooke. 
Well  hath  my  lord  of  EJJex  told  his  tale, 
Which  I  averre  for  moll:  iubftantiall  truth, 
And  more  to  make  the  matter  to  our  minde, 
I  lay  that  Lewis  in  challenge  of  his  wife, 
Hath  title  of  an  uncontrolled  plea, 
To  all  that  longeth  to  our  EngKJh  crowne. 
Short  tale  to  make,  the  fea  apollolike, 
Hath  offerd  difpenfation  for  the  fault. 
If  any  be,  as  truft  me  none  I  know, 
By  planting  Lewis  in  the  ufurpers  roome: 
This  is  the  caule  of  all  our  prefence  here, 
That  on  the  holy  altar  we  protein, 
To  aid  the  right  of  Lewis  with  goods  and  life, 
Who  on  our  knowledge  is  in  armes  tor  England, 
What  fay  you  lords  r 

Sal'Jburic, 
As  Pcmbrooke  faith,  irffirmeth  Saiijbnrie  : 
Faire  Lewis  of  France  that  fpoufed  lady  Blanch, 
Hath  title  of  an  uncontro tiled  lfrength 
To  England,  and  what  longeth  to  the  crowne  : 
In  right  whereof,  as  we  are  true  iniorm'd, 
The  prince  is  inarching  hithervvard  in  armes. 
Our  purpofe,  to  conclude  that  with  a  word, 
I3  to  invert  him  as  we  may  devife, 
King  of  our  countrey,  in  the  tyrants  ftead  : 
And  fo  the  warrant  on  the  altar  fworne, 
And  [o  the  intent  for  which  we  hither  came. 
Bajlard. 
My  lord  of  Salijhurie,  I  cannot  couch 
My  fpeeches  with  the  nccdfull  words  of  arte, 
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As  doth  befeeme  in  fuch   a  waightie  worke, 
But  what  my  confcience  and  my  duty  will, 
I  purpofe  to  impart. 
For  Chejicrs  exile,  blame  bis  bufie  wit, 
That  medled  where  his  duty  quite  forbade  : 
For  any  private  caufes  that  you  have, 
Me  thinke  they  (hould  not  mount  to  fuch  a  height, 
As  to  depofe  a  king  in  their  revenge. 
For  Arthurs  death,  K.  John  was  innocent, 
He  defperate  was  the  deathfman  to  himfelle, 
Which  you,  to  make  a  colour  to  your  crime,  injuflly  do  im- 
pute to  his  defalt, 
But  wher  fel  traitorifme  hath   refidence, 
There  wants  no  words  to  let  defpight  on  worke. 
I  fay  tis  ihame,  and  worthy  all  reproofe, 
To  WTefl  fuch  petty  wrongs  in  tcarms  of  right, 
Againft  a  king  annointed  by  the  lord. 
Why  Salflurie,  admit  the  wrongs  are  true, 
Yet  fubjecls  may  not  take  in  hand  revenge, 
And  rob  the  heavens  of  their  proper  power, 
Where  fitteth  he  to  whom  revenge  belongs. 
And  doth  a  pope,  a  prieit,  a  man  of  pride, 
Give  charters  for  the  lives  of  law  full  kings  ? 
What  can  he  bleife,  or  who  regards  his  curfe, 
But  fuch  as  give  to  man,  and  take  from  God  ? 

I  fpeake  it  in  the  light  of  God  above, 

There's  not  a  man  that  dies  in  your  beleefe, 

B'.it  iels  his  foule  perpetually  to  paine. 

Aid  Lewis,  leave  God,  kill  John,  pleafe  hell, 

Make  havocke  of  the  welfare  of  your  foules, 

For  here  I  leave  you  in  the  fight  of  heaven, 

A  troope  of  traytors,  food  for  hellifh  fiends ; 

If  you  delilt,  then  follow  me  as  friends, 

If  not,  then  doe  your  worit,  as  hatefull  traytors. 

For  Lewis  his  right,  alafie  tis  too  too  lame, 

A  fenueiTe  claime,  if  truth  be  tides  friend. 

In  briefe,  if  this  be  caufe  of  our  refort, 

Our  pilgrimage  ig  to  the  divels  fhrine. 

I  came  not  loido,  to  troupe  as  traytors  doe, 

Nor  will  I  counfell  in  fo  bad  a  caufe  ; 
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l^leafe  you  returne,  we  :  oe  againe  as  friends, 
If  not,  I  to  my  king,  and  you  where  traytors  pleafe.         [Exit. 
Percie. 

A  hot  yong  man,  and  fo  my  lords  proceed, 
I  let  him  goe,  and  better  loft  than  found. 
Pemirooke. 

What  fay  you  lords,  will  all  the  reft  proceed, 
Will  you  all  with  me  fweare  upon  the  altar, 
That  you  wil  to  the  death,  be  aid  to  Le.  and  enemy  to  John  ? 
Every  man  lay  his  hand  by  mine,  in  witnes  of  his  harts  accord, 
Wei  then,  every  man  to  armes  to  meet  the  king, 
Who  is  already  before  Loudon. 

Enter  Mejcngcr. 

Panbrooke. 
What  newes  herauld  ? 

McJJengcr. 
The  right  chriftian  prince  my  mailer,  Lewis  of  Francs,  is  at 
hand,  coning  to  vifit  your  honours,  directed  hither  by  the  right 
honourable  Richard  earle  of  Bigot,   to  conferre   with    your 
honours. 

Pembrooke. 
How  neere  is  his  highnefle  ? 

Mejfenger. 
Ready  to  enter  your  piefence. 

Enter  Lewis,  carle  Bigot,  with  bis  troupe. 

Lewis. 
Faire  lords  of  England,  Lewis  falutes  you  all 
As  friends,  and  finne  wei-willers  of  his  weale 
At  whole  requeft,  from  plentie  flowing  France, 
Croffing  the  ocean  with  a  foutherne  gale, 
He  is  in  perfon  come  at  your  commands, 
To  undertake  and  gratifie  withal!, 
The  fulnefle  of  youi  I  tvours  protferd  him. 
Bur  worlds  brave  men,  omitting  promifes, 
Till  time  be  minifter  or  more  amends, 
I  mud  acquaint  you  with  our  fortunes  co'rfc. 
The  heavens  dewing  favours  on  my  head, 
Have  in  their  conduct  fafe  with  victory, 
Brought  me  along  your  weii  manured  bounds, 

With 
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With  fmafl  repulfe,  and  little  croflb  of  chance. 
Your  citie  Rocbrjttr,  with  great  applaufe, 
By  fomc  divine  inftinci  laid  armes  afide: 
And  from  the  hollow  holes  of  Tbamejis, 
Eccho  apace  repli'd,  Five  le  Roy. 
From  thence,  along  the  wanton  rowiing  glade 
To  Trtynovant,  your  faire  metropolis, 
With  fucke  came  Lewis,  to  (hew  his  troupes  of  Fn 
Waving  our  enfignes  with  the  dallying  winds, 
The  fearefull  objecl  of  fell  frowning  warre  ; 
Where  after  fome  aflault,  and  fmall  defence, 
Heavens  may  I  fay,  and  not  my  warlike  troupe, 
Temperd  their  hearts  to  take  a  friendly  foe 
Within  the  compafle  of  their  high  built  wals, 
Giving  me  title,  as  it  feemd  they  wifh. 
Thus  fortune  (lords)  afts  to  your  forward nefle, 
Meanes  of  content,  in  lieu  of  former  griefe  : 
And  may  I  live  but  to  requite  you  all, 
Worlds  wifti  were  mine,  in  dying  noted  yours. 
Salifhuty. 
Welcom  the  balme  that  clofeth  up  our  wounds, 
The  ibveraigne  medcine  for  our  quicke  recure, 
The  anchor  of  our  hope,  the  onely  prop, 
Whereon  depends  our  lives,  our  lands,  our  weale, 
Without  the  which,  as  fheepe  without  their  heird, 
(Except  a  fxiepheard  winking  at  the  wolfe) 
We  it  ray,  we  pine,  we  run  to  thoufand  harmes. 
No  marvellthen,  though  with  unwonted  joy, 
We  welcome  him  that  beateth  woes  away. 
Lewis, 
Thanks  to  you  all  of  this  religious  league, 
A  holy  knot  of  catholike  confent. 
I  cannot  name  you  lordings,  man  by  man, 
But  like  a  ftranger  unacquainted  yet, 
In  generall  I  promifc  taithfull  love  : 
Lord  Bigot  brought  me  to  S.  Edmunds  fhrine, 
Giving  me  warrant  of  a  chiiftian  oath, 
That  this  affembly  came  devoted  here, 
To  fweare  according  as  your  packets  Ihow'd, 
Homage  and  loyall  fervice  to  our  felfe, 
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I  need  not  doubt  the  furctic  of  your  mis, 
Since  well   I  know,  for  many 'of  your  lake?, 
The  townes  have  yeelded  on  their  own  accords : 
Vet  for  a  fafhion,  not  for  mifbeleefe, 
My  eyes  muft  witnefle,  and  thefe  eares  murl  heaie 
Your  oath  upon  the  holy  altar  fworne, 
And  after  march,  to  end  our  commings  caufe. 
SaJJbicry, 
That  we  intend  no  other  than  good  truth, 
All  that  are  pyefent  of  this  holy  league, 
For  confirmation  of  our  better  truft, 
In  prefence  of  his  highnefie,  fweare  with  me, 
The  lequel  that  myfelfe  ftall  utter  here. 

I  Thomas  Planiagltiet^  earle  of  Salifiuric,  fweare  upon  the 
altar,  and  by  the  holy  army  of  faints,  homage  and  allegeance- 
to  the  right  chriftian  piince  Lewis  of  France,  as  true  and  right- 
lull  king  to  England,  Comeivall,  and  Wales,  and  to  their  terri- 
tories :  in  the  defence  whereof,  I  upon  the  holy  altar  fweare 
all  forwardneiTe.  [All  the  Eng.  Lo.fiveare, 

As  the  noble  earle  hath  fworne,  fo  fweare  we  all. 

Lewis,, 
I  reft  affured  on  your  holy  oath, 
And  on  this  altar  in  like  fort  I  fweare 
Love  to  you  all,  and  princely  recompence       , 
To  guerdon  your  good  wils  unto  the  full. 
And  fince  I  am  at  this  religious  fhrine, 
My  good  wel-willers  give  us  leave  a  while, 
To  ufe  fome  orizons  our  fehes  apart, 
To  all  the  holy  company  of  heaven, 
That  they  will  fmile  upon  our  purpofes, 
And  bring  them  to  a  fortunate  event. 
Saiijbury, 
We  leave  your  highnefle  to  your  good  intent. 

[Exeunt  lords  of  Englar.    . 
Lewis, 
Now vicount  Meloun,  what  remains  behind? 
Truft  me  thefe  tray  tors  to  their  foveraigne  (late, 
Are  not  to  be  belecv'd  in  any  fort. 
Mcloiuu 
Indeed  my  lord,  they  that  infringe  their  oths, 
And  play  the  rebels  gainit  their  native  king, 

Win 
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Will  for  as  little  caufe  revolt  from  you, 
If  ever  opportunitie  incite  them  i'o: 
For  once  tbrfvvorne,  and  never  after  found, 
There's  no  affiance  after  perjury. 

Lcr.V:S. 

Well  JSL'Icun,  wel,  let's  fmooth  with  them  awhile, 
Untill  we  have  as  much  as  they  can  doe  : 
And  when  their  vertuc  is  exhaled  drie, 
lie  hang  them  for  the  guerdon  of  their  helpe  : 
Meane  while  wee'l  ufe  them  as  a  pretious  poyfon, 
To  undertake  the  iffue  of  our  hope, 
Fr.  Lord. 
Tis  policy  (my  lord)  to  baite  our  hookes 
With  merry  finiles,  and  promife  of  much  weight : 
But  when  your  highneile  needeth  them  no  more, 
Tis  good  nuke  lure  worke  with  them,  left  indee.de 
They  proove  to  you  as  to  their  naturall  king. 
Meloun. 
Trufr  mee  my  lord,  right  well  have  you  advifde, 
Venome  for  ufe,  but  never  for  a  fport 
Is  to  be  dallied  with,  left  it  infect. 
Were  you  inftald,  as  foone  I  hope  you  (hall : 
Be  free  from  traitors,  and  difpatch  them  all. 
Lewis, 
That  fo  I  meane,  I  fweare  before  you  all 
On  this  fame  altar,  and  by  heavens  power, 
Theres  not  an  Englijli  traitor  of  them  all, 
John  once  difpatcht,  and  I  faire  England*  king, 
Shall  on  his  moulders  beare  his  head  one  day, 
But  I  will  crop  it  for  their  guilts  defert : 
Nor  (hall  their  heires  injoy  their  feigniories, 
But  perifh  by  their  parents  foule  amifte. 
This  hare  I  fworne,  and  this  will  I  performe, 
If  ere  I  come  unto  the  height  I  hope. 
Lay  downe  your  hands,  and  fweare  the  fame  with  me. 

[The  French  lords  fvxave* 
Why  fo,  now  cali  them  in,  and  fpeake  them  faire, 
A  fmile  of  Fraunce  will  feed  an  Englifp  foole. 
Benre  them  m  hand  as  friends,  for  fo. they  be: 
But  in  the  heart  like  traitors  aa  they  are. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Engliih  lords. 

Now  famous  followers,  chiefctaines  of  the  world, 
Have  we  follicited  with  hearty  prayer 
The  heaven  in  favour  of  our  high  attempt. 
Leave  we  this  place,  and  march  we  with  our  power 
To  rowfe  Che  tyrant  irom  his  chiefeft  hold  : 
And  when  our  labours  have  a  profprous  end, 
Each  man  fnall  reape  the  fruit  of  his  delert. 
And  fo  reiblv'd,  brave  followers  let  us  hence. 

Enter K.  John,  Baitard,  Pandulph,  and  d  many priefis  wiib 

then:. 

Pandulph. 
Thus  John,  thou  art  abfolv'd  from  all  thy  finnes, 
And  freed  by  order  from  our  fathers  curfe. 
Keceive  thy  crowne  againe,  with  this  provifo, 
That  thou  remaine  true  liegeman  to  the  pope, 
And  carry  armes  in  right  of  holy  Rome. 
John. 
I  holde  the  fame  as  tenant  to  the  pope, 
And  thanke  your  holinefie  for  your  kindnelTe  fhewne. 
Philip. 
A  proper  jeft,  when  kings  mull:  floop  to  friers, 
Need  hath  no  law,  when  friers  muft  be  king?* 

Enter  a  Mejjenger. 

Meffenger. 

Pleafe  it  your  majeftie,  the  prince  of  France, 
With  all  the  nobles  of  your  graces  land 
Are  marching  hitherward  in  good  aray. 
Where  ere  they  let  their  foot,  all  places  yeeld : 
Thy  land  is  theirs,  and  not  a  foot  holds  out 
But  Dover  cattle,  which  is  hard  befieg'd. 
Pandulph. 

Feare  not  king  John,  thy  kingdome  is  the  pope?, 
And  they  {hall  !.now  his  holincife  hath  power, 
To  beate  thein  foone  from  whence  he  h;ith  to  doe. 

Drum 
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Drums  and  trumpets.     Enter  Lewes,  Melun,  Salifbury,  Efiex, 
Pembrooke,  and  all  the  -nobles  from  Fraunce  and  England. 

Lewes. 

Panduiph,  as  qave  his  holinefle  in  charge, 
So  hath  the  Dolphin  muitred  up  his  troupes, 
And  wonne  the  greateft  part  or'  all  this  land. 
But  ill  becomes  your  grace  lord  Cardinally 
Thus  to  converfe  with  John  that  is  accurft. 
Panduiph. 

Lewes  of  France,  victorious  conqueror, 
Whofe  fword  hath  made  this  iland  quake  for  feare; 
Thy  forwardneife  to  fight  for  holy  Rome, 
Shall  be  remunerated  to  the  full: 
But  know  my  lord,  K.  John  is  now  abfolv'd, 
The  Pope  is  pleafde,  the  land  is  bleft  agen, 
And  thou  halt  brought  each  thing  to  good  erVecT. 
It  refteth  then  that  thou  withdraw  thy  powers, 
And  quietly  returne  to  Fraunce  againe  : 
For  all  is  done  the  pope  would  wifn  thee  dee. 
Lewes. 

But  all's  not  done  that  Lewes  came  to  do. 
Why  Panduiph,  hath  king  Philip  fent  his  fonnc 
And  beene  at  lueh  exceifive  charge  in  war  res, 
To  be  difmift  with  words  ?  king  John  fhail  know, 
England  is  mine,  and  he  ufurps  my  right. 
Panduiph. 

Lewes,  I  charge  thee  and  thy  complices 
Upon  the  paine  ot  Pandulphs  holy  curie, 
That  thou  withdraw  thy  powers  to  Fraunce  againe, 
And  yeeld  up  London  and  the  neighbour  townes 
That  thou  hail  tane  in  England  by  the  fword. 
Melun. 

Lord  Cardinall  by  Lewes  princely  leave, 
It  can  be  nought  but  ufurpation 
In  thee,  the  pope,  and  all  the  church  of  Romey 
Thus  to  infult  on  kings  of  Cbrificndome, 
Now  with  a  word  to  make  them  carrie  amies, 
Then  with  a  word  to  make  them  leave  their  armes. 
This  muft  not  be  :  prince  Lewes  keepe  tnir.e  owne, 
Let  pope  and  popelin^s  curie  their  btUies  full. 

Eafard. 
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Bafiard. 
My  lord  of  Mclun,  what  title  had  the  prince 
To  England  and  the  crowne  or  AJbion% 
But  fuch  a  title  as  the  pope  confirm'*.! : 
The  prelate  now  lets  tail  his  fained  chime: 
hevses  is  but  the  agent  tor  the  pope, 
Then  mull  the  Dpfphin  ceafe,  lith  he  hath  ceaf: : 
But  ceafe  or  no,  it  gieatly  matters  not, 
3 j  you  ray  lords  and  barons  or  the  land 
Will  leave  the  French,  and  cleave  unto  our  king. 
For  {name  vee  peeres  of  England  fufter  not 
Your  felves,  your  honours,  and  your  land  to  fall: 
But  with  reioived  thoughts  beate  backe  the  Fret:;'', 
And  free  the  land  from  yoke  of  fervitude. 
SaVjlury. 
Philips  not  fo,  lord  Lewes  is  our  king, 
And  wee  will  follow  him  unto  the  death. 
Pandulpb. 
Then  in  the  name  of  Innocent  the  Pope, 
3  curfe  the  prince  and  all  that  take  his  part, 
And  excommunicate  the  rebell  pecrcs 
As  traitors  to  the  king  and  to  the  pope. 
Lfzvcs. 
Pandidph,  our  fwords  (hall  bleiTe  our  felves  agen  : 
Prepare  thee  John,  lords  follow  me  your  king.  [Exeunt, 

^  John, 
Accurfed  John,  the  divell  owes  thee  fhame, 
Refilling  Rome,  or  yeelding  to  the  pope,  all's  one. 
The  divell  take  the  pope,  rhe  peeres,  and  Frauncc: 
Shame  be  my  (hare  ror  yeelding  to  the  prieit. 
Pandulpb. 
Comfort  thy  felfe  king  John,  the  cardnall  goes 
Upon  his  curie  to  make  them  leave  their  amies.  [Exit, 

Baj\ud. 
Comfoit  my  lord,  and  curie  the  cardinall, 
Betake  your  felfe  to  amies,  my  troupes  are  prefl 
T»>  anfwer  Lewes  with  a  lultie  fliocke: 
The  Engli/b  archers  have  their  quivers  full, 
Their  bowes  are  bent,  the  pikes  are  prelt  to  pufh  : 
Good  cheere  my  lord,  king  Richards  fortune  hangs 
Upon  the  plume  of  wanelike  Philips  helme. 

The* 
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Then  let  them  know  his  brother  and  his  fonne 
Arc  leaden  of  the  Englijhmn  at  amies. 
Jokn. 
Philip,  I  know  not  how  to  aofwer  thee  : 
But  let  us  hence,  to  aniwer  Lewes  pride. 

Excurfions.     Enter  Meloim  «wri  Engtiifa  &*&. 
Mtfitma, 

O  I  am  flaine,  nobles,  Salisbury^  Pembroke, 
My  foule  is  charged,  heare  me :  for  what  1  fay 
Concerns  the  peeres  ot  England,  and  their  ft  ate. 
Liiten,  brave  lords,  a  fearerull  mourning  tafe 
To  be  delivered  by  a  man  of  death. 
Behold  thefe  fearres,  the  dole  of  bloudie  Man 
Ave  harbingers  from  natures  common  to:y 
Citing  this  truncke  to  fellus  pvifon  houfe  r 
Lifes  charter  (lordings)  laiteth  not  an  hourc: 
And  fearefull  thoughts,  forerunners  or  m\  end, 
Bids  me  give  phylicke  to  a  fickely  foule. 
O  peercs  of  England,  know  you  what  you  do  ? 
There's  but  a  hairethat  flinders  you  from  hanne, 
The  hooke  is  baited,  and  the  traine  is  made, 
And  hmply  you  runne  dcating  to  your  death*, 
But  left  I  die,  and  leave  my  tale  untolde, 
With  lilence  flaughtering  lb  brave  a  crew, 
This  I  averre,  if  Lc~,v<s  winne  the  day, 
There's  not  an  Englljhman  that  lifts  his  hand 
Againit  king  John  ro  plant  the  heire  ot  Frant-e, 
But  is  already  damnd  to  cruell  death. 

I  heard  it  vow'd  ;  my  felfe  amongft  the  red 

Swore  on  the  altar  aide  to  this  edict. 

Two  caufea  lords,  makes  me  difplay  this  drift, 

The  greateft  for  the  freedome  ol  my  foule, 

That  longs  to  leave  this  manlionfree  tlorfl  guilt: 

The  other  on  a  naturull  inibmcr, 

For  that  my  gr^ndllre  was  an  Englljhmcpi* 

IViifdoubt  not  lords  the  truth  of  my  difcourfe, 

No  frenlie,  nor  no  brainf.cke  idle  lit, 

But  well  advii'de,  and  wotting  what  1  fay, 

pronounce  I  here  before  the  lace  of  heaven, 


That 
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That  nothing  is  discovered  but  a  truth. 

Tis  time  to  fiie,  fubmit  your  felvcs  to  John, 

The  frniles  of  Fraunce  (hade  in  the  rrownes  of  death, 

Luc  up  your  fwords,  turne  face  againll  the  French^ 

II  the  yoke  that's  framed  for  your  necks. 
Backe  vvarremen,  backe,  imbowell  not  the  clime, 
Your  feate,  your  nurfe,  your  birth  dayes  breathing  place, 
That  bred  \ou,  bearcs  you,  brought  you  up  in  amies. 
Ah  !   be  not  fo  in  grate  to  digge  your  mothers  grave, 
Preferve  your  lambes  and  beate  away  the  wolfe. 
My  foule  hath  faid,  contritions  penitence 
Laies  hold  on  mans  redemption  for  my  linne. 
Farewell  my  lords;  witnelie  my   faith  when  we  are  met  in 

heaven, 
And  for  my  kindnelTe  give  me  grave  roome  here. 
My  foule  doth  fleet,  worlds  vanities  farewell. 
Sal/bury, 

Now  joy  betide  thy  foule  well-meaning  man, 
How  now  my  lords,  what  cooling  carde  is  this? 
A  greater  griefe  growes  now  than  earft  hath  beene. 
Waat  counfell  give  you,  mail  we  flay  and  die? 
Or  fhall  we  home,  and  kneele  unto  the  king. 
Pcmbrookc. 

My  heart  mifgave  this  fad  accurfed  newes  : 
What  have  we  done  ?  fie  lords,  what  frenfie  moved 
Our  hearts  to  yeeld  unto  the  pride  ok  Fraunce? 
Ir  we  perfever,  we  are  fure  to  die: 
It  we  dellit,  fmall  hope  againe  of  life. 
Saljbury, 

Beare  hence  the  body  of  this  wretched  man, 
That  made  us  wretched  with  his  dying  tale, 
And  Hand  not  wayling  on  our  prefent  harmes, 
As  women  wont :  but  feeke  our  harmes  redrefle. 
As  for  my  feire,  I  will  in  hafte  be  gone : 
And  kneele  tor  pardon  to  our  foveraign  John, 
Pcmboooke. 

I,  there's  the  way,  lets  rather  kneele  to  him, 
Than  to  the  French  that  would  confound  us  all.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  king  John  carried  hetveecne  tvoo  lords, 

John, 
Set  downe,  fet  downe  the  loade  not  worth  your  paine,  , 

For  done  I  am  with  deadly  wounding  griefe  : 
Sickely  and  fuccourlelfe,  hopeleife  of  any  good, 
The  world  hath  wearied  me,  and  I  have  wearied  it : 
It  loathes  I  live,  I  live  and  loathe  my  felfe. 
Who  pities  me  ?  to  whom  have  I  beene  kinde? 
But  to  a  few  ;  a  few  will  pitie  me. 
Why  die  I  not?  death  fcornes  (o  vildea  prey. 
Why  live  I  nor,  life  hates  fo  fad  a  prize. 
I  fue  to  both  to  be  retaind  of  either, 
But  both  are  deafe,  I  can  be  heard  of  neither. 
Nor  death  nor  life,  yet  life  and  neare  the  neeve, 
Ymixt  with  death,  biding  I  wot  not  where. 
Philip. 
How  fares  my  lord,  that  he  is  carried  thus  ? 
Not  all  the  aukeward  fortunes  yet  befalne, 
Made  fuch  impreilion  of  lament  in  me. 
Nor  ever  did  my  eye  attaint  my  heart 
With  any  object  mooving  more  remorfe, 
Than  now  beholding  of  a  mighty  king, 
Borne  by  his  lords  in  fuch  diitreifed  ilate. 
John. 
What  newes  with  thee?  it  bad,  report  kilraight: 
If  good,  be  mute,  it  doth  but  flatter  me. 
Philip. 
Such  as  it  is,  and  heavy  though  it  be, 
To  glut  the  woild  with  tragicke  elegies, 
Once  will  I  breathe  to  aggrava-e  tl  e  reft, 
Another  moane  to  make  the  meafure  full. 
The  braveft  bow- man  had  not  yet  fent  forth 
Two  arrowes  from  the  quiver  at  his  fide, 
But  that  a  rumor  went  throughout  our  campe, 
That  John  was  fled,  the  king  had  left  the  field. 
At  la(l  the  rumor  fcal'd  thefe  eares  of  mine, 
Who  rather  chofe  as  facrifice  for  Mars, 
Than  ignominous  fcandall  by  retire. 
I  cheer'd  the  troupes,  as  did  the  prince  of  Troy 
His  weary  followers  a^ainft  the  Mermidons^ 

i    Cr)  ing 
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Crying  alowd,  S.  George,  the  day  is  ours. 
But  feare  had  captivated  courage  quite, 
And  like  the  lambe  before  the  greedie  wolfe, 
Se  heartlefle  fled  our  war-men  from  the  field. 
Short  tale  to  make,  my  felie  amongft  the  relt, 
Was  faine  to  flie  before  the  eager  foe. 
By  this  time  night  had  fhadowed  all  the  earth. 
With  fable  curtaines  of  the  blackeit  hue, 
And  fene'd  us  from  the  furie  of  the  French, 
As  lo  from  the  jealous  Junoes  eie, 
When  in  the  morning  our  troupes  did  gather  head, 
Pafling  the  wafhes  with  our  carriages, 
The  impartiall  tide  deadly  and  inexorable, 
Came  raging  in  with  billowes  threatning  death, 
And  fwallowed  up  the  moll  of  all  our  men, 
My  felfe  upon  a  galloway  right  free,  well  pae'd, 
Out  flript  the  flouds  that  followed  wave  by  wave, 
1  lb  efcap'd  to  tell  this  tragi  eke  tale. 
John. 

Griefe  upon  griefe,  yet  none  fo  great  a  griefe 
To  end  this  life,  and  thereby  rid  my  griefe. 
Was  ever  any  fo  in  fortunate, 
The  right  idea  of  a  curfed  man, 
As  I,  poore  1,  a  triumph  for  defpight, 
My  fever  growes,  what  ague  {hakes  me  fo  ? 
How  farre  to  Sivhiflcad,  tell  me,  do  you  know  ? 
Preient  unto  the  abbot  word  of  my  repaire. 
My  ficknelle  rages,  to  tyrannize  upon  mc, 
I  cannot  live  tmleile  this  fever  leave  mc. 
Philip. 

Good  chcere  my  lord,  the  abbey  is  at  hand, 
Behold  my  lord,  the  churchmen  come  to  meet  you. 

Enter  the  Abbot  and  certain?  Monhi. 

Abbot. 
All  health  and  happines  to  our  foveraigne  lord  the  king, 

John. 
Nor  health  nor  happines  hath  John  at  all. 
Say  abbot,  am  I  welcome  to  thy  houfe  ? 

r  Abbot. 
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Ahbot. 
Such  welcome  as  our  abbey  can  afford, 
Your  majeiVie  (hall  be  allured  of. 
Philip. 
The  king  thou  feed:  is  weake  and  very  faint, 
What  victuals  hail  thou  to  refrem  his  grace  ? 
Abbot. 
Good  ftore  my  lord,  of  that  you  need  not  feare, 
Tor  LincolncjlAre,  and  thefe  our  abbey  grounds 
Were  never  fatter,  nor  in  better  plight. 
John. 
Philip,  thou  never  needfr.  to  doubt  of  cates, 
Nor  king  nor  lord  is  feated  halfe  fo  well, 
As  are  the  abbeis  throughout  all  the  land, 
If  any  plot  of  ground  do  paffe  another, 
The  friers  fafuen  on  it  ftrait : 
But  let  us  in  to  tafte  of  their  repaft, 
It  goes  againfl  my  heart  to  feed  with  them, 
Or  be  beholding  to  fuch  abbey  groomes.  [Exeunt* 

Manet  the  Monke, 

Monke. 

Is  this  the  king  that  never  lov'd  a  frier  ? 
Is  this  the  man  that  doth  contemne  the  pope? 
Is  this  the  man  that  rob'd  the  holy  church  ? 
And  yet  will  flie  unto  a  friory  ? 
Is  this  the  king  that  aymes  at  abbeis  lands  ? 
Is  this  the  man  whom  all  the  world  abhorres, 
And  yet  will  flie  unto  a  friorie  ? 
Accurit  be  Swihftitdd  abbey,  abbot,  friers, 
Monkes,  nunnes,  and  clarks,  and  all  that  dwells  therein, 
If  wicked  John  efcape  alive  away. 
Now  if  that  thou  wilt  looke  to  merit  heaven, 
And  be  canonized  for  a  holy  faint : 
To  pleafe  the  world  with  a  deferving  worke, 
Be  thou  the  man  to  fet  thy  countrey  free, 
And  murder  him  that  feekes  to  murder  thee, 

U  ■  Enter 
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Enter  the  Abbot, 

Abbot. 
Why  are  not  you  within  to  cheere  the  king? 
He  now  begins  to  mend,  and  will  to  meate. 
Monke. 
What  if  I  fay  to  ftrangle  him  in  his  fleepe? 

Abbot. 
What,  at  thy  Mumpfmus  ?  away, 
And  feeke  fome  mcanes  for  to  paltime  the  king. 
Monke. 
He  (et  a  dudgeon  dagger  at  his  heart, 
And  with  a  mallet  knocke  him  on  the  head. 
Abbot. 
Alas,  what  meanes  this  monke  to  murder  me  ? 
Dare  lay  my  life  hee'l  kill  me  for  my  place. 
Monke. 
He  poyfon  him,  and  it  (hall  ne'r  be  kcowne, 
And  then  fhall  I  be  chiefeft  of  my  houic. 
Abbot. 
If  I  were  dead  indeed  he  is  the  next, 
But  He  away,  for  why  the  monke  is  mad, 
And  in  his  madneffe  he  will  murder  me. 
Monke. 
My  L.  I  cry  your  lordfhip  mercy,  I  faw  you  not. 

Abbot. 
Alas  good  Thomas  do  not  murder  me,  and  thou  (halt  have  n»y 
place  with  thoufand  thanka. 

Monke. 
I  murder  you  !  God  Ihield  from  fuch  a  thought. 

Abbot. 
If  thcu  wilt  needs,  yet  let  me  fay  my  prayers. 

Monke. 
I  will  not  hurt  youF  lordfhip  good  my  lord  :  but  if  you  pleafr. 
I  will  impart  a  thing  that  (hall  be  beneficiall  to  us  all. 
Abbot. 
Wilt  thou  not  hurt  me  holy  monke?  fay  on. 

Monke. 
You  know  my  lord,  the  king  is  in  ourhoufe. 

Abbot. 
True, 

$  Monke, 
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Monke. 
You  know  likevvifc  the  king  abhorres  a  frier. 

Abbot. 
True. 

Monke. 
And  he  that  loves  not  a  trier  is  our  enemy. 

Abbot. 
Thou  faift  true. 

Monke. 
Then  the  king  is  our  enemy. 

Abbot. 
True. 

Monke. 
Why  then  fhould  we  not  kil  our  enemy,  and  the  king  being 
our  enemy,  why  then  fhould  we  not  kill  the  K. 
Abbot. 
O  blefTed  monke  !  I  fee  God  moves  thy  mjnde  to  free  thi> 
land  from  tyrants  ilavery. 
But  who  dare  venter  for  to  do  this  deede  ? 
Monke. 
Who  dare  ?  why  I  my  lord  dare  do  the  deed, 
lie  free  my  country  and  the  church  from  foes, 
And  merit  heaven  by  killing  of  a  king. 
Abbot. 
Thomas  kneele  downe,  and  if  thou  art  refolv'd, 
I  will  abiblve  thee  here  from  all  thy  finnes, 
For  why  the  deed  is  meritorious. 
Forward,  and  feare  not  man,  for  every  month, 
Our  friers  (hall  finge  a  made  for  Thomas  foule. 
Monke. 
God  and  S.  Francis  profper  my  attempt, 
For  now  my  lord  I  goe  about  my  worke.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lewes  and  his  armie, 

Lewes. 
Thus  vi&orie  in  bloudie  lawrell  clad, 
Followes  the  fortune  of  yong  Lodoivike, 
The  Kvglijbmen  as  danted  at  our  fight, 
Fall  as  the  fowle  before  the  eagles  eies, 
Onely  two  crolTes  of  contrary  change 

U  2  D« 
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Do  nip  my  heart,  and  vex  me  with  unreft. 
Lord  Meluns  death,  the  one  part  of  my  foule, 
A  braver  man  did  never  live  in  Fraunee, 
The  other  griefe,  I  that's  a  gall  indeed, 
To  thinke  that  Dover  cattle  mould  hold  out 
Gainit  all  aflaulrs,  and  reft  impregnable. 
Yee  warrelike  race  oiFrancus  Heftors  fonne, 
Triumph  in  conqueft  of  that  tyrant  Johny 
The  better  halte  of  England  is  our  owne  : 
And  towards  the  conqueft  of  the  other  part, 
We  have  the  face  of  all  the  Englijb  lords, 
What  then  remaines  but  overrunne  the  land  ? 
Be  refolute  my  warrelike  followers, 
And  if  good  fortune  ferve  as  {hee  begins, 
The  pooreft  pefant  of  the  realme  of  Francs 
Shal  be  a  mafter  ore  an  EngUJJj  lord. 

Enter  a  mcjffenger. 

Lewes. 
Fellow,  what  nevves? 

Mejjenger. 
Pleafeth  your  grace,  the  earle  of  Salfwrj,  Penhrooke,  Epx, 
Clare,  and  Arimdell,  with  all  the   barons  that  did   fight  tor- 
thee,  are  on  a  fodaine  fled  with  all  their  powers,  to  joyne 
with  Jobn%  to  drive  thee  backe  againe. 

Enter  another  mejftnger* 

Mejjenger, 
Lewes  my  lord,  why  ftandft  thou  in  a  maze  ? 
Gather  thy  troupes,  hope  not  of  helpe  from  Frauncey 
For  all  thy  forces  being  fiftie  faile, 
Containing  twenty  thoufand  fouldiers, 
With  vicruall  and  munition  for  the  warre, 
Putting  them  from  CsMls  in  unluckie  time, 
Did  cro fle  the  feas,  and  on  the  Goodwin  fands, 
The  men,  munition,  and  the  fhips  are  loft,. 

Enter  another  ?nej]enger, 

Lewes, 
More  neweg?  fay  on. 

Monger. 
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Mcjfenger, 
John  (my  lord)  with  all  his  Scattered  troups, 
Flying  the  fury  of  your  conquering  fword, 
As  Pba>-c»b  earfl  within  the  bloody  lea, 
So  he  and  his  environed  with   the  tide, 
On  Lincolne  wafhes  all  were  overwhelmed, 
The  barons  fled,  our  forces  call:  away. 
Lezves. 
"Was  ever  heard  fuch  unexpected  newes  ? 

Mcjjenger, 
Yet  Lodowike  revive  thy  dying  heart, 
King  John  and  all  his  forces  are  confumde. 
The  leile  thou  needtt  the  aid  of  EngVjh  earles, 
The  lefle  thou  need  ft  to  grieve  thy  navies  wracke, 
And  follow  times  advantage  with  fuccefle. 
Leaves, 
Brave  Frenchmen  arm'd  with  magnanimitie, 
March  after  Lezves,  who  will  leade  you  on 
To  chafe  the  barons  power  that  wants  a  head, 
For  John  is  drown'd,  and  I  am  Englands  king. 
Though  our  munition  and  our  men  be  loll, 
Philip  of  Fraunce  will  fend  us  fiefh  fupplies.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  tv^o  friers  laying  a  cloth. 
Frier, 
Difpatch,  difpatch,  the  king  defires  to  eate, 
Would  a  might  eate  his  laft  for  the  love  he  bears  to  church  men. 
Frier, 
I  am  of  thy  mind  too,,  and  i'o  it  mould  be  and  we  might 
be  our  ovvne  carvers. 
I  marvell  why  they  dine  here  in  the  orchard. 
Frier, 
I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not.     The  king  comes. 

John. 
Come  on  lord  Abbot,  (hall  we  fit  together  ? 

Abbot, 
Pleafeth  your  grace  fit  downe. 
John. 
Take  your  places  firs,  no  pomp  in  penury,  all  beggers  and 
friends  may  come,  where  neceffitie  ke'epes  the  houie^   curtefie 
i$  barr'd  the  table,  lit  downe  Philip. 

U  3  Bafiard 
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Bafiard. 
My  lord,    I  am  loth   to  allude  fo   much   to  the  proverb, 
honors  change  maners  :  a  king  is  king,  though  fortune  do  her 
worir,  and  we  as  dutifull  in  defpite  of  her  frowne,  as  if  your 
highnes  were  now  in  the  higheir.  tipe  of  dignitie. 
John. 
Come,  no  more  adoe,  and  you  tell  mee  much  of  dignity, 
you'l  marre  my  appetite  in  a  furfet  of  forrow. 
What  cheere  lord  sjbbot,  me  thinks  ye   tro^n  like  an  hod  that 
knows  his  gueft  hath  no  money  to  pay  the  reckning  ? 
Abbot. 
No  my  liege,  if  I  frowne  at  all,  it  is  for  I  feare  this  cheere 
too  homely  to  enterfaine  fo  mighty  a  guelt  as  your  majeitie. 
Bqfiard. 
I   think  rather,  my  lord  Abbot,   you    remember  my    14$ 
being  here,   when  I  went  in  progrelfe  for  powches,  and  the 
rancor  of  his  heart  breakes  cut  in  his  countenance,  to  fhew 
he  hath  not  forgot  me. 

Abbot. 
Not  fo  my  lord,  you,  and  the  meaneft  fpllower  of  his  ma- 
jefty,  are  heartily  welcome  to  me. 
Monke. 
WalTell  my  liege,  and  as  a  poore  monke  may  fay,  welcome 
to  S'vinftead. 

John. 
Begin  monke,  and  report  hereafter  thou  wall    taller  to  a 
king. 

Monke. 
As  much  health  to  your  highnelfe  as  mine  owne  heart. 

John. 
I  pledge  thee  kind  monke. 

Monke. 
The  merrieft  draught  that  ever  was  drunke  in  England. 
Am  I  not  too  bold  with  your  highneile  i 
John. 
Not  a  whit,  all  friends  and  fellowes  iox  a  time. 

Monke. 
U  the  inwards  of  a  toi'.d  be  a  compound  of  any  proofe  :  why 
fo  it  woi  kes. 

John. 
Stay  Philips  where's  the  monke? 

Bqfturd. 
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BaJiarJ. 
He  is  dead  my  lord. 

John. 
Then  drinke  not  Philip  for  a  world  of  wealth. 

Bajlard. 
What  cheere  my  liege  ?  your  coilor  gins  to  change. 

John. 
So  doth  my  life :  O  Philips  I  am  poifonM. 
The  monke,  the  divell,  the  poyfon  gins  to  rage, 
It  will  depofe  my  ielfe  a  king  from  raigne. 
Bajlard. 
This  abbot  hath  an  intereit  in  this  aft. 
At  all  adventures  take  thou  that  from  me. 
There  lie  the  abbot,  abbey,  lubber,  divell. 
March  with  the  monke  unto  the  gates  of  hell 
How  fares  my  lord  ? 

John. 
Philip,  fome  drinke,  oh  for  the  frozen  Alpes, 
To  tumble  on  and  coole  this  inward  heate, 
That  rageth  as  the  fornace  feven-fold  hote. 
To  burne  the  holy  tree  in  Babylon, 
Power  after  power  forfake  their  proper  power, 
Onely  the  heart  impugnes  with  faint  refift 
The  fierce  invade  of  him  that  conquers  kings, 
Helpe  God,  O  paine !  die  John,  O  plague 
Inflicted  on  thee  for  thy  grievous  linnes. 
Philip,  a  chaire,  and  by  and  by  a  grave, 
Mv  Wees  difdaine  the  carriage  of  a  king. 
'  Bajlard. 

A  good  my  liege,  with  patience  conquer  griefe, 
And  beare  this  paine  with  kingly  fortitude. 
John. 
Me  thinkes  I  fee  a  catalogue  of  iinne, 
Wrote  by  a  fiend  in  marble  characters, 
The  leait  enough  to  looie  my  part  in  heaven. 
Me  thinkes  the  divell  whii'pers  in  mine  eares, 
And  tells  me,  tis  in  vaine  to  hope  for  grace, 
1  mult  be  damn'd  for  Arthurs  ibdaine  death, 
1  fee  I  fee  a  thoutand  thoufand  men 
Come  to  accule  me  for  my  wrong  on  earth, 

U  4.  And 
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And  there  is  none  fo  mercifull  a  God 
That  h  ill  forgive  '-be  numl       of  my  fmnes. 
How  ha>e  I  ltv'<     I  .  r others  lofTe? 

What  have  I  lpv*d    but  wracke  of  others  weale  ? 
Where  have  I  vow'd    md  no'  '  il  ingM  mine  oath? 
Where  nave  I  done  a  dee  ell  ? 

How,  what,  when,  and  ^-]  r-^  have  I  beftow'd  a  day, 
That  t.-ndcd  not  to  p  rjae  nor     ious  ill  ? 
My  lite  repleate  tyrannie, 

Craves  littk-  pittie  Ibi  r~  ftrfcrige   ■  death! 
Or,  who  wi\\  fey  mat  J^«      i  e  fde  t  o  foone? 
Who  will  not  lay.  he  ra     ei       *d  too  long  ? 
Difh-nour  u  '  attaint  tinfc  in  my  life, 
And  fliame  attendeth  "John  i  nto  h  s  r.eath. 
Why  did  I  fcape  the  t"u  -    >r  the  Frt 
And  dide  not  by  u.e  temper  of  tneir  fwords? 
Shan  e,ei;e  my  lire,  and (hamefuJJy  it  ends, 
Scorn'd  by  my  toes,  difdaine  1  of  t  .  friends, 
fyajtard,  . 

Forgive  the  world  and  all  your  earthly  foes, 
And  call  on  Cbrift,  who  is  your  lateft  friend. 
John. 

My  tongue  doth  falter:  Philip   I  tell  rliee  man, 
Since  John  did  yeeld  unto   he  prieil  of  Ro?tiey 
Nor  he  nor  his  have  profpicc    •     the  earfh  : 
Curft  are  his  bleffing  urfe  is  blifle. 

But  in  the  (pirit  I  crie  onto  my  God, 
As  did  the  kingly  p  D   vid  cry, 

(Wh  fehai  v'ith  murder  were  attaint j 

I  am  njt  heihp'i       ild  th    lord  a  houfe, 
Or  rocxe  thefe  locuffs"  from    he  face  of  earth: 
But  if  my  dying  heart  deceive  me  not, 
From  out  thefe  loynes  iball  fpnng  a  kingly  hraunch, 
Whofe  armes  mall  re::  h  unto  thi    jate   ol  R< 
And  with  his  feete  treades  downe  the  Krumpeis  pride, 
That  fits  upon  the  chaire  oi  Babylon. 
Philip,  my  heart  ftrings  bre; '-  e,  the  poyfons  flame 
Hath  overcome  in  n..  w  .  I    £   power, 

And  in  the  faith  of  Jcfu  Jobq  doth  die. 

Bajlard. 
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Baftard. 
See  how  he  ftrives  for  life,  unhappy  lord, 
Whole  bowels  are  divided  in  rhemtelves. 
This  is  the  fruit  of  popevie,  when  true  kings 
Are  iluine  and  (houldred  out  by  monkes  and  friers. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger, 

MeJ/enger. 

Pleafe  it  your  grace,  the  barons  of  the  land, 
Which  all  this  while  hare  armes  againfl  the  king, 
Conducted  by  the  legate  of  the  Pope, 
Together  with  the  prince  his  high neife  fonne, 
Do  crave  to  be  admitted  to  the  prefenceof  the  king, 
Bajtard. 

Your  fonne,  my  lord,  young  Henry  craves  to  fee 
Your  mr.jcilie,  and  brings  with  him  befide 
The  barons  that  revoked  from  your  grace. 
O  piercing  fight,  he  iumbleth  in  the  mouth, 
His  fpeech  doth  faile  :  lift  up  your  1  el fe  my  lord, 
And  fee  the  prince  to  comfort  you  in  death. 

Enter  Pandulph,  yjng  Henry,  the  barons  iv'tik  daggers  in  their 
'  hands. 

Prince. 
O  let  me  fee  my  father  ere  he  die : 
O  uncle,  were  you  here,  and  fuffred  him 
To  be  thu9  poyfned  by  a  damned  monke? 
Ah  he  is  dead,  father,  fvveet  father  fpeake. 
Bajlard. 
His  fj^each  doth  faile,  he  hafterh  to  his  end. 

Pandulph. 
Lords,  o;ive  me  leave  to  joy  the  dying  king, 
With  fight  of  thefe  his  nobles  kneeling  here 
With  daggers  in  their  hands,  who  offer  up 
Their  lives  tor  ranfome  of  their  foule  offence. 
Tken  good  my  lord,  if  you  forgive  them  all, 
Lift  up  your  hand  in  token  you  forgive. 
Salijbury. 
We  humbly  thanke  your  royail  maieftie, 
And  vow  to  fight  for  England  and  her  king : 

And 
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And  in  the  fight  of  John  our  foveraigne  lord, 
In  ipite  or  Lezves  and  the  power  of  Frauncey 
Who  hitherward  are  marching  in  all  hade, 
We  crowne  yong  Henry  in  his  fathers  fted. 
Hen'-y. 

Help,  help,  he  dies;  ah  father!  looke  on  mee. 
Legate, 

K.  John,  farewell:  in  token  of  thy  faith, 
And  iigne  thou  died  the  fervant  of  the  lord, 
Lift  up  thy  band,  that  we  may  witneffe  here, 
Thou  died  A  the  fervant  of  our  faviour  Cbriii.  . 

Now  joy  betide  thy  foule :  what  noife  is  this  i 

Enter  a  Mejpnger. 

Mejfcnger, 
Help  lords,  the  Dolphin  maketh  hitherward 
With  enlignes  of  defiance  in  the  winde, 
And  all  our  armie  itandeth  at  a  gaze, 
Expecting  what  their  leaders  will  commaund. 
Bajlard. 
Let's  arme  our  felves  in  yong  K.  Henries  right, 
And  beate  the  power  of  Fraunce  to  fea  againe. 
Legate. 
Philip  not  fo,  but  I  will  to  the  prince, 
And  bring  him  face  to  face  to  parley  with  you. 
Bqjtard. 
Lord  Saljbwy,  your  felfe  (hall  march  with  me, 
So  (hall  we  bring  thefe  troubles  to  an  end. 

Sweet  uncle,  if  thou  love  thy  ioveraigne, 
Let  not  a  ftone  of  Swinftead  abbe}'  itand, 
But  pull  the  houfe  about  the  friers  eares  : 
For  they  have  kilTd  my  father  and  my  king.  [Exeunt, 

A  parley  founded y  Lewes,  Pandulph,  Salifbury,  tSc. 

Fandulph. 
Lnves  ot  Fraunce,  yong  Henry  Englands  king 
Requires  to  know  the  reafon  of  the  claime 

\ 
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That  thou  canft  make  to  any  thing  of  his. 
King  John  that  did  offend,  is  dead  and  gone, 
See  where  his  brcathlefle  trunke  in  prefence  lies, 
And  he  as  hcire  apparant  to  the  crovvne  % 

Is  now  fucceeded  in  his  fathers  roome. 
Henry* 
Lewes ,  what  law  of  armes  doth  leade  thee  thu3, 
To  keepe  pofleffion  of  my  law  full  right  ? 
Anfwere  ;  in  fine,  if  thou  wilt  take  a  peace, 
And  make  furrender  of  my  right  againe, 
Or  trie  thy  title  with  the  dint  of  fword  : 
I  tell  thee  Dolphin,  Henry  feares  thee  not, 
For  now  the  barons  cleave  unto  their  king, 
And  what  thou  hall  in  England they  did  get. 
Lewes. 
Henry  of  England,  now  that  John  is  dead, 
That  was  the  chiefefl  enemie  to  Fraunce, 
I  may  the  rather  be  inducde  to  peace. 
But  Sal/bury,  and  you  barons  of  the  realme, 
This  ftrange  revolt  agrees  not  with  the  oath 
That  you  on  Bury  altare  lately  fware. 
Saljbury. 
Nor  did  the  oath  your  highnefle  there  did  take 
Agree  with  honour  of  the  prince  of  Fraunce, 
5  Bajlard. 

My  lord,  what  anfwer  make  you  to  the  king  ? 

J  Dolphin. 

Faith  Philip  this  I  fay :  it  bootes  not  me, 
Nor  any  prince,  nor  power  of  ChriJIetulome, 
To  feeke  to  win  this  iland  Albion, 
Unlefle  he  have  a  partie  in  the  realme 
By  treafon  for  to  help  him  in  his  warres. 
The  peeves  which  were  the  partie  on  my  fide, 
Are  fled  from  me :  then  bootes  not  me  to  right, 
But  on  conditions,  as  mine  honour  wills, 
I  am  contented  to  depart  the  realme. 
Henry. 
On  what  conditions  will  your  highnes  yeeld  ? 
Levxs. 

That  (hall  we  thinke  upon  by  more  advice. 

Bq/lara. 
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Baftard. 
Then  kings  and  prince-,  let  thefe  broils  have  end, 
And  at  more  leifure  talke  upon  the  league. 
Meane  while  to  H  orjler  let  us  beare  the  king, 
And  there  interre  his  bodie,  as  beitemes. 
But  firft,  in  light  of  Lewes  heireor" Fraunce% 
Lords  take  the  crowne,  and  fet  it  on  his  head, 
That  by  fucceffion  is  our  lawfull  king. 

They  crowne  yo-:g  Henry. 

Thus  England*  peace  begins  in  Henries  raigne, 
And  bloodie  wanes  are  clofed  with  happie  league. 
Let  England  live  but  true  within  it  felre, 
And  all  the  world  can  never  wrong  her  {late. 
Lewes,  thou  (halt  be  bravely  fhipt  to  Fraunccy 
For  never  Frenchman  got  of  En^lijh  ground 
The  twentith  part  that  thou  haft  conquered. 
Dolphin,  thv  hand  ;   to  Worfier  we  will  inarch  : 
Lords  all,  lay  hands  to  beare  your  ibveraigne 
With  obiequies  of  honour  to  his  grave: 
It  England*  peeres  and  people  joyne  in  one, 
Nor  pope,  nor  France,  nor  Spaine  can  do  them  wrong. 
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HENRY    the    FIFTH. 

CONTAINING 

The  Honourable  Battell  of  A  GIN-COURT. 

Enter  the  young  Prince,  Ned,  and  Tom. 

Henry  the  Fifth* 

\*j  OME  away  Ned  and  Tom. 
Both. 
Here  my  lord. 

Henry   £. 
Come  away  my  lads. 
Tell  me  firs,  how  much  gold  have  you  got. 
Ned. 
Faith  my  lord,  I  have  got  five  hundred  pound, 

Henry   5. 
But  tell  me  Tern,  how  much  hr.it  thou  got  ? 

Tom. 
Faith  my  lord,  force  foure  hundred  pound. 

Henry  5. 
Foure  hundred  pounds,  bravely  fpoken  lads. 
But  tell  me  firs,  thinks  you  not  that  it  was  a  vaillainous  part  of 
jne  to  rob  mv  futheis  reeeyffcri  ? 

Ned. 
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Why,  no  my  lord,  it  was  but  a  tricke  of  youth. 

Henry  5. 
Faith  Ned,  thou  fayeft  true.' 
But  tell  me  firs,  where  abouts  are1  we  ?  . 

Tom. 
My  lord,  we  are  now  about  a  mile  off  London. 

Henry   5. 
But  firs,  I  marvell  that  Sir  John  Oldcaftle 
Comes  not  away  :  founds  fee  where  he  comes. 

Enters  Jockey. 
How  now  Jockey,  what  newes  with  thee  ? 

Jockey. 
Faith  my  lord,  fuch  newes  as  pafTeth, 
For  the  towne  of  D effort  is  rifen, 
With  hue  and  crie  after  your  man, 
Which  parted  from  us  the  lait  night, 
And  has  let  upon,  and  hath  robd  a  poore  carrier. 

Henry  §.  I 

Sownes,  the  villaine  that  was  wont  to  fpie 
Out  our  booties. 

Jockey, 
1  my  lord,  even  the  very  fame. 

Henry  $, 
Now  bafe-minded  rafcall  to  rob  a  poore  carrier, 
Well  it  fkils  not,  ile  fave  the  bale  villaines  life  : 
I,  I  may :  but  tell  me  Jockey,  whereabout  be  the  receyvers* 
Jockey. 
Faith  my  lord,  they  are  hard  by, 
But  the  beft  is,  we  are  a  horfe  backe,  and  they  be  a  foote, 
So  we  may  efcape  them. 

Henry   £. 
Well,  I  the  villaines  come,  let  mee  alone  with  them. 
But  tell  me  Jocky,  how  much  gots  thou  from  the  knaves, 
For  I  am  fure  I  got  fomething,  for  one  of  the  villaine9 
So  belamde  me  about  the  moulders, 
As  I  lhall  feele  it  this  moneth. 

Jockey, 
Faith  my  lord,  I  have  got  a  hundred  pound. 

3  Henry, 
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Henry  £. 
A  hundred  pound,  now  bravely  fpoken  Joe-fay: 
But  come  lir.>,  lay  all  your  money  before  me, 
Now  by  heaven  here  is  a  brave  (hew  : 
But  as  I  am  true  gentleman,  I  will  have  the  halfe 
Or  this  fpent  to  night,  but  fns,  take  up  your  bags. 
Here  comes  the  Recey  vers,  let  me  alone. 

Enters  tivo  Receivers. 

One. 

Alas  good  fellow,  what  mall  we  doe  ? 
I  dare  never  go  home  to  the  court,  for  I  mall  be  han^de, 
But  here  is  the  yong  Prince,  what  mall  we  do  ? 
Henry  £. 
How  now  you  villaines,  what  are  you  ? 

One  Receyver. 
Speake  you  to  him. 

Other. 
No  I  pray,  fpeake  you  to  him. 

Henry. 
Why  how  now  you  rafcals,  why  fpeake  you  not  ? 

One. 
Forfooth  we  be,  pray  fpeake  you  to  him. 

Henry  £. 
Sowns,  villaines  fpeake,  or  ile  cut  off  your  heads. 

Other. 
Forfooth  he  can  tell  the  tale  better  then  I. 

One. 
Forfooth  we  be  your  fathers  Recey  vers, 

Henry  £. 
Are  you  my  fathers  Recey  vers. 
Then  1  hope  yee  have  brought  mc  fome  money. 
One. 
Money :  alaiTe  fir  wee  be  robd. 

Henry  5. 
Robd,  how  many  were  there  of  them  ? 

One. 
Marry  fir  there  were  foure  of  them, 
And  one  of  them  had  Sir  John  Oldcaflles  bay  Hobbey, 
And  your  blacke  nag. 

X  Henry 
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Henry  5. 
Gogs  wounds  how  like  you  this  Jockey, 
Blood  you  villaines :  my  father  robd  of  his  money  abroad, 
And  we  in  our  (tables. 
But  tell  me  how  many  were  there  of  them. 
One  Receiver. 
If  it  pleafc  you,  there  were  foure  of  them, 
And  there  was  one  ahout  the  bignelfe  ot  you  : 
But  I  am  lure  I  fo  belamde  him  about  the  moulders, 
That  he  will  reeie  it  this  moneth. 

Henry  5. 
Gogs  wounds  vou  lambde  them  fairely, 
So  that  they  have  can  ved  away  your  money. 
But  come  fire  what  fhail  we  doe  with  the  villaines. 
Both  Receivers, 
I  befeech  vour  grace  be  good  to  us. 

AW. 
I  pray  you  my  Lord  forgive  them  this  once. 
Well  iland  up  and  get  you  gone, 
And  looke  that  you  fpeake  not  a  word  of  it, 
For  if  there  be,  fovvnes  ile  hang  you  and  all  your  kin. 

[Exit  Purfevant. 
Henry   5. 
Now  firs,  how  like  you  this ; 
Was  not  this  bravelv  done  : 
For  now  the  villaines  dare  not  fpeake  a  word  of  it, 
I  have  fo  feared  rhem  with  words. 
Now  whether  (hall-  we  go. 

All. 
Why  my  lord,  you  know  our  old  HoflefTe  at  Fever/bam. 

Henry  £. 
Our  HoflefTe  at  Feverfoam,  bloud  what  ihall  we  doe  there,   we 
have  a  thousand  pound  about  us. 
And  we  (hall  go  to  a  petty  Alehoufe. 
No,  no:  y  u  know  the  old  Taverne  in  Eaflcheape, 
There  is  good  wine  :  befides  there  is  a  pretv  wench 
That  can  talke  well,  for  I  delight  as  much  in  their  tongues, 
As  any  part  about  them. 

All. 
We  are  ready  to  wayte  upuii  your  grace. 

Henry 
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Henry  5. 
Gogs  wounds  wait,  we  will  go  altogether, 
We  are  all  fellowes,  I  tell  you  firs,  and  the  King  my  father 
were  dead,  wee  would  be  all  Kings, 
Therefore  come  away. 

Ned, 
Gogs  wounds,  bravely  fpoken  Harry, 

Enter  John  Cobler,  Robin  Pewterer,  Lawrence  Cofiermonger, 
John  C oiler. 
All  is  well  here,  all  is  well  Mailers. 

Robin. 
How  fay  you,  neighbour  John  Colter? 
I  think  it  belt  that  my  neighbour 
Robin  Pewterer  went  to  Pudding-lane  end, 
And  we  will  watch  here  at  Billinfgate  ward. 
How  fay  you  neighbour  Robin,  how  like  you  this  ? 
Robin. 
Marry  well  neighbours : 
I  care  not  much  if  I  go  to  Pudding-lane  end. 
But  neighbours,  and  you  heare  any  adoe  about  me, 
Make  hatfe  :  and  if  I  heare  any  adoe  about  you, 
I  will  come  to  you.  [Exit  Robin, 

Lawrence, 
Neighbor  what  news  heare  you  of  the  yong  Prince  ? 

John. 
Marry  neighbour,  I  heare  lay,  he  is  a  toward  young  Prince, 
For  if  he  meet  any  by  the  high  way, 
He  will  not  let  to  talke  with  him, 

I  dare  not  call  him  theefe,  but  fure  he  is  one  of  thefe  taking 
fellowes. 

Lawrence. 
Indeed  neighbour,  I  heare  fay  hee  is  as  lively 
A  young  Prince  as  ever  was. 

John. 
I,  and  I  heare  fay,  if  he  ufe  it  long, 
His  father  will  cut  him  otf  from  the  cfowne ; 
But  neighbour  fay  nothing  of  that. 
Lawrence. 
No,  no,  neighbour  I  warrant  you. 

X  z  John. 
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John. 
Neighbour,  me  thinkes  you  begin  to  flecpe, 
If  you  will,  we  will  lit  downe, 
Eot  I  thinke  it  is  about  midnight. 

Lawrence. 
Marry  content  neighbour,  let  us  flecpe. 

Enter  Dericke  roving. 

Deride, 
Who,  who  there,  who  there  ?  [Exit  Dericke. 

Enter  Robin. 

Robin. 
O  neighbours,  what  meane  you  to  fleepe, 
And  fuch  adoe  in  the  flreetes  ? 

Ambo. 
How  now  neighbour,  whats  the  matter  ? 

Enter  Dericke  againe. 

Deride, 
Who  there,  who  there,  who  there  ? 

Cobler. 
Why,  what  ayleft  thou  ?  here  is  no  horfes. 

Dericke. 
O  alas  man,  I  am  robd,  who  there,  who  there  ? 

Robin. 
Hold  him  neighbour  Cobler. 

Cobler. 
Why  I  fee  thou  art  a  plaine  clowne. 

Deride. 
Am  I  a  clowne,  fownes  mailers,    . 
Do  clownes  goe  in  liike  apparrel. 

I  am  fure  ail  wc  gentlemen  clownes  in  Kent  (cant  goc  fo  well : 
Sounes  you  know  clownes  very  well. 
Heare  you,  are  you  Mailer  Conitable,  and  you  be  fpeake  ; 
For  I  will  not  take  it  at  his  hands. 
Join. 
Faith  I  am  not  Mailer  Conltabic, 
But  I  an  one  of  his  bad  officers,  for  he  is  not  here. 

[Dericke. 
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Deride. 
Is  not  matter  Conftable  here  ? 
Well  it  is  no  matter,  He  have  the  law  at  his  hands. 
John, 
Nay  I  pray  you  do  not  take  the  law  of  us. 

Dericke. 
lou  are  one  of  his  ben  ft  ly  officers. 

'John. 
I  am  one  of  his  bad  officers. 

Deride. 
\\  hy  then  I  charge  thee  Jooke  to  him. 

Cobler, 
Nay  but  hcare  yee  fir,   you  iceme  to  be  an  honeft 
rellow,  and  we  are  poure  men,  and  now  tis  n'^ht 
And  we  would  be  loath  to  have  any  thing  adoot 
Therefore  I  pray  thee  put  it  up. 

Deride. 
Firft,  thou  fayed  true,  I  am  an  honed  fellow, 
And  a  proper  handfome  fellow  too, 

And  you  feem  to  be  poore  men,  therfore  I  care  not  greatly, 
Nay  I  am  quickly  pacified,  SIca"7, 

But  and  you  chance  to  fpie  the  theefe, 
I  pray  you  lay  hold  on  him. 

Robin. 
les  that  we  will,  I  warrant  you. 

Dericke. 
Tis  a  wonderfull  thing  to  lee  how  glad  the  knave  is,  now    I 
have  forgiven  him. 

Job** 

Neighbours,  doe  yee  looke  about  you. 
How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Enter  the  theefe. 

Here  is  a  good  fellow,     I  pray  you  which  is  the  way  to  the 
olde  Taverne  in  Eaikheape.  -. 

Dericke. 
\\  hoope  hollo,  now  GadshiU,  khoweft  thou  mee  ? 

Theefe. 
I  know  thee  for  an  alTe. 

X  3  DericK 
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Deride. 

And  I  know  thee  for  a  taking  fellow. 
Upon  Gad$  hiii  in  Kent. 
A  bots  light  upon  you. 

T'bctfe, 
The  worfon  villaine  would  be  knockt. 

Dcricke. 
Matters,  villaine,  and  ye  be  men  {land  to  him, 
And  take  his  weapon  from  him,  le-  him  not  paife  youy 
John. 
My  friend,  what  make  you  abroad  now  I 
It  is  too  late  to  walke  now. 

Tbeefe. 
It  is  not  too  late  for  true  men  to  walke. 

Lawrence. 
We  know  thee  not  to  be  a  true  man. 

Tbeefe. 
Why  what  doe  you  meane  to  doe  with  me  ? 
Sounes  I  am  one  of  the  Kings  liege  people. 
Dcricke. 
Heare  you  fir,  are  you  one  of  the  kings  liege  people  ? 

Tbeefe. 
I  marry  am  /fir,  what  fay  you  to  it? 

Deride. 
Marry  fir,  I  fay  you  are  one  of  the  Kings  filching  people, 

Cobler. 
Come,  come,  lets  have  him  away. 

Tbeefe. 
Why  what  have /done. 

Robin. 
Thou  haft  robd  a  poore  fe'low, 
And  taken  away  his  goods  from  him. 
Thcefc. 
I  never  faw  him  btfore. 

Deride, 
Maifters  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  the  Vintners  jgft 

B&. 

llow  now  good  man  Cobler  t 

Ce'ru  ". 
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Cobler. 
How  now  Rolvn,  what  makes  thou  abroade 
At  this  time  of  night  r 

Boy. 
Marrie  I  have  bene  at  the  Counter, 
I  can  tell  fuch  newes  as  never  you  have  hearde  the  like. 
Cobicr. 
What  is  that  Robin,  what  is  the  matter? 

Boy. 
Why  this  night  about  two  houres  agoe,  there  came  the 
young  Prince,  and  three  or  f  >ure  more  of  his  companions, 
and  called  for  wine  good  Itore,  and  then  they  lent  for  a  noyie 
of  muiitians,  and  were  very  merry  for  the  fpace  of  an  houre, 
then  whether  their  muiicke  liked  them  not,  or  whether  they 
had  drunke  too  much  wine  or  no,  I  cannot  tell,  but  our  pots 
flew  againlt  the  walls,  and  then  they  drewe  their  lwords,  and 
went  into  the  ftreet  and  fought,  and  ibme  tooke  one  part,  and 
fome  tooke  another,  but  for  the  i'pace  of  halfe  an  houre, 
there  was  fuch  a  bloody  fray  as  pafleth,  and  none  could  parte 
them  untill  fuch  time  as  the  Mayor  and  Sherifte  were  lent  for, 
and  then  at  lalt,  with  much  aooo,  they  tooke  them,  and  fo  the 
young  Prince  was  carryed  to  the  Counter,  and  then  about 
one  houre  after,  there  came  a  mefienger  rrom  tne  court  in  ail 
halte,  from  the  King,  for  my  Lorde  Mayor  and  the  Sheriffe, 
but  for  what  caule  I  know  not. 
Cooler, 
Here  is  newes  indeed  Robert. 

JLaivrence. 
Marry  Neighbour,  this  newes  is  itrange  indeede,  I  thinke  it 
belt  Neighbour,  to  rid  our  hands  of  this  leiiow  firlt. 
fbeefe. 
What  meane  you  to  doo  with  me  ? 

Cobicr. 
Wee  meane  to  carry  you  to  the  prifon,  and  there  to  re- 
maine  till  the  feffions  day. 

Tbecfe. 
Yhcn  I  pray  you  let  me  go  to  the  prifon  where  my  mailter  is. 

Cobler. 
Nay,  thou  mud  goe  to  the  countrey  prifon,  to  Newgate, 
thereiore  co.ne  a>sav. 

X  4  Tbeeft. 
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Theefe. 
I  prethee  be  good  to  me  hnneft  felloe. 
Dertcke. 

I  marry  will  I,  ile  be  very  charitable  to  thee, 
For  I  wil  never  leave  thee,  til  I  fee  thee  on  the  gallows. 

Enter  Henry  the  fourth,  with  the   Earle  of  Exeter,   and  ths 
Lord  of  Oxiord. 
Oxford. 
And  pleafe  your  majeftie,  here  is  my  Loid  Mayor,  and  the 
Sherilfe  of  London,  to  ipeake  with  your  majeftie. 
K.  Henry  4. 
Admit  them  to  our  prefence. 

Enter  the  L.  Mayor,  and  the  Sherlffe. 

King, 
Now  my  good  Lord  Mayor  of  London, 
The  caufe  of  my  fending  ror  you  at  this  time,  is  to  tell  you 
of  a  matter  which  I  have  learned  of  my  counccll :   herein  I 
imderitand,  that    you    have  committed   n  y  fonne  to   prifon 
without  our  leave  anc:  liccnie.     What  although  he  be  a  rude 
youth,  and  likely  to  give  occafion,  yet  you  might  have  con- 
fidered  that  he  is  a   IV  nee,  and  my   fonne,  and  not  to  be 
hailed  to  prifon  by  every  iubject. 
Mayor. 
May  it  pleafe  your  majeftie  to  give  us  leave  to  tell  our  tale  ? 

A.  He?ny  4. 
Or  elfe  God  forbid,  otherwife  you  might  thinke  me  an 
unequall  judge,  having  more  affection  to  my  fonne,    then  to 
any  rightfull  judgement. 

Mayor. 
Then  I  do  not  doubt  but  we  fhal    rather  deferve  com- 
mendations at  your  majefties  hands,  then  any  anger. 
K.  Henry  4. 
Go  to,  fay  on. 

Mayor, 

Then  if  it  pleafe  your  majeftie,  this  night  betwixt  two  and 

three  of  the  clock  in   the  morning  my  Lord  the  yong  Prince 

with  a  veiy  difordred  company,  came  to  the  old  1'averne  in 

Eificbeape,  and  whether  it  was  that  their  mufick  liked  them 

not, 
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not,  or  whether  they  were  overcom  with  wine,  I  know  not, 
but  thev  druc  their  (words,  and  into  the  flreete  they  went, 
and  fome  took  my  L.  the  yong  Princes  part,  and  fom  tookc 
the  other,  bat  betwixt  them  there  was  fuch  a  bloudie  fray  for 
the  foace  of  halre  an  houre,  thnt  neyther  watchmen,  nor  any 
other  could  flay  them,  till  my  brother  the  Sheritfe  of  London. 
and  I  were  feat  for,  and  at  the  Lilt,  with  much  ado  we  ltayed 
them,  but  it  was  long  firit,  which  was  a  great  difquieting  to 
all  your  loving  fubjects  thereabouts :  and  then  my  good  Lord, 
we  knew   not  whether  your  grace  had  fent  them  to  trie  us, 
whether  we  would  do  juftice,  or  whether  it  were  of  their  own, 
voluntary  will  or  not,  we  cannot  tell  :  and  therefore  in  fuch 
a  cafe  we  knew  not  what  to  doe,  but  for  our  owne  fafegard 
we  fent  him  to  ward,  wher  he  wanteth  nothing  that  is  fit  tor 
his  grace  and  your  majefties  fon.     And  thus  moil   humbly 
befeeching  your  majeity  to  thinke  of  our  anfwere. 
Henry  4. 
Stand  afide   untill  we   have  iuriher    deliberated  on  your 
anfwere.  [Exit  Maior, 

Ah  Harry,  Harry%  now  thrice  accurfed  Harry, 
That  hath  gotten  a  fonne,  which  with  griefe 
Will  end  his  lathers  dayes, 

O  my  fonne,  a  Prince  thou  art,  /  a  Prince  in  deed, 
And  to  deferve  imp' ifonment, 

And  well  they  have  done,  and  like  faith  full  fubjecls : 
pifcharge  them  and  let  them  goe. 
L.  Exeter, 
I  befeech  your    grace  be  good  to  my  Lorde  the  young 
Prince. 

Henry  4. 
Nay,  nay,  tis  no  matter,  let  him  alone* 

L.  Oxford. 
Perchance  the  Mayor  and  the  Sherifle  have  beene  too  pre- 
cipe in  this  matter. 

Henry  4. 
No,  they  have  done  like  faithfull  fubjects, 
/  will  goe  my  felte  to  difcharge  them,  and  let  them  go. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

tx'-C 

JLiiur 
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Eater  lord  Chiefe  Jufiice,    CJarke  of  the  Office,   Jayler,    John 
Cobler,  Dericke,  and  the  Tbcefe. 

Judge. 

Javier  bring  the  prifoner  to  the  barre. 

Dericke, 
Heare  you  my  Lome,  I  pray  you  bring  the  barre  to  the 
pti  loner. 

Judge. 
Hold  thy  hand  up  at  the  barre. 
Toeefe. 
Here  it  is  my  Lord, 

Judge.  m 
Clearke  cf  the  office,  reaee  his  inditemear.. 

Ckarke. 
What  is  thy  name  I 

Tbeefe. 
My  name  was  knovvne  berore  I  came  hcere, 
And  "(hall  be  when  I  am  gone,  I  warrant  you. 

I,  I  thinke  fo,  but  wee  will  know  it  better  before  thou  goe. 

Dericke. 
Sownes  and  you  doe  but  lend  to  the  next  Jaile, 
We  are  lure  to  know  his  name  ; 

Tor  this  is  not  the  firft  prifon  he  hath  bene  in,  ile  warrant  you, 
Clearke. 
What  is  tbv  name  ? 

Tbeefe. 
What  need  you  to  afke,  and  have  it  in  writing  ? 

Clearke. 
Is  not  thy  name  Omtheri  Cutter? 

The 
What  the  divell  ncede  you  afke,  and  know  it  fo  well; 

Clearke. 
•Why  then  Cuthert  Cutter,  I  indite  thee  by  the  name  of 
Cuthcrt  Cutter,  for  rubbing  a  poorc  carrier  the  20.  day  or  May 
I  n  it  pa*flf,  in  the  fourteen  yearc  or"  the  raigne  of  our  Sover; 
Lord  King  Henry  the  fourth,  tor  letting  upon  a  poore  carrier 
upon  Gads  hii  in  Kent,  and  having  beaten  and  wounded  the 
laid  canyer,  and  taken  his  goods  from  him. 

Deride* 
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Deride, 

Oh  maiiters  flay  there,  nay  lets  never  belie  the  man,  for 

he  hath  not  beaten  and  wounded  me  alio,  bur  he  hath  beaten 

and  wounded  my  packe,  and   hath   taken  the  great   race  of 

Ginger,  that  bouncing  Bejft  with   the  jolly  buttocks  mould 

have  had,  that  grieves  me  rn<  I  . 

Judge, 

Well,  what  fayed  thou,  an  thou  guilty,  or  not  guyltie  ? 

Tbeefe. 
Not  guilty,  my  Lord. 

By  whom  wilt  thou  be  tride? 
tbeefe. 

By  my  Lord  the  young  Prince,  or  by  my  felfe,  whether 
you  will. 

Enter  the  young  Prince,  with  Ned  and  Tom. 
Henry  £. 
Come  away  my  lads,  gogs  wounds  ye  villaine,  what  make 
you  here  ?  I  mult  goe  about  my  bufineffe  my  fdre,  and  you 
mull  ft  and  loytering  here. 

Thccfc. 
Why  my  Lord,  they  have  bound  mee,  and  will  not  let 
me  go. 

Henry  j. 
Have  they  bound  thee  villain,  why  how  now  my  Lord. 

Judge. 
I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Grace  in  good  health. 

Henry   5. 
Why  my  Lord,    this  is  my  man, 
Tis  marvdl  you  knew  him  not  long  before  this, 
I  tell  you  he  is  a  man  of  his  hands. 
Tbeefe. 
I  gogs  wounds  that  I  am,  try  me  who  dare. 

Judge, 
Your  Grace  {hall  finde  fmall  credits  by  acknowledging  him 
to  be  your  man. 

Henry  §, 
Why  my  Lord,  what  hath   he  done. 

Judge, 
And  it  pleafe  your  majefty,  he  hath  robbed  a  pocre  Carrier. 

Deride. 
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Deriche, 

Heare  you  fir,  marry  it  was  one  Deride, 
Goodman  Hobllrgs  man  cf  Kent. 
Henty  5. 

What,  waft  you  button  breech  ? 
Of  my  word  my  Lord,  he  did  it  but  in  jell. 

Heare  you  fir,  is  it  your  mars  quality  to  rob  folkcs  in  jell  ? 
In  faith  he  mall  be  hangde  in  earneft. 
Henry  $. 
Well  my  Lord,  what  doe  vou  meane  to  do  with  my  man  ? 

And  pleafe  your  Grace  the  law  mull  palTe  on  him,  accord- 
ing to  juilice,  then  he  muit  be  executed. 
Derickc. 
Heare  you  fir,  I  pray  you,  is  it  your  mans  quality  to  rob 
folkes  in  jell  ?    In  faith  he  frail  be  hangd  in  jell. 
lit  nry  $. 
Well  my  Lord  once  againe,   what  meane  you  to  doe  with 
him  ? 

Judge. 
And  pleafe  your  Grace  according  to  law  and  juilice  he  mult 
be  hangd. 

Henry  $. 
Why  then  belike  you  meane  to  hang  my  man. 

Judge. 
I  am  forry  that  it  fals  out  fo. 

Henry  $, 
Why  my  Lord,  I  pray  yee  who  am  I  ? 

Jt<dge, 
And  pleafe  your  Grace,  you  are  my  L.  the  yong  Prince, 
our  King  that  frail  be  after  the  dcceafe  of  our  lbveraigne 
Lord,  K.  Henry  the  fourth,  whom  God  grant  long  to  raigne, 
Henry  £. 
Ycu  fay  true  my  Lord: 
And  you  will  Rang  my  man. 

And  like  your  Grace,  I  mull  needs  doe  jullicc. 

He  my  $. 
•Tell  me  my  Lord,  frail  I  have  my  man  ? 

r 
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Judge. 
I  cannot  my  Lord. 

Heny  5. 
But  will  you  not  let  him  goe  ? 

I  am  forty  that  his  cafe  is  lo  ill. 
Henry  5. 

Turn,  cafe  me  no  cafings,  ihal  i  have  my  man  ? 

Judge. 
I  cannot,  nor  I  may  not  my  Lord. 

Htury  5. 

Nay,  and  I  faall  not  fay,  and  then  I  am  anfwered. 

Judge. 
No. 

Henry  5. 
No,  then  I  will  have  him. 

He  gfoeth  him  a  boxe  on  the  eare. 

Ned. 
Gogs  wounds  my  Lord,  fhal  I  cut  off  his  head? 

Henry  £. 
No,  I  charge  you  draw  not  your  fwords, 
But  get  you  hence,  provide  a  noyfe  of  Mufitians, 
Away,  be  gone.  [Exeunt  the  Tbcefe. 

Judge, 
Well  my  Lord,  I  am  content  to  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Henry  5. 
Nay  and  you  be  not,  you  mall  have  more. 

Judge. 
Why  I  pray  you  my  Lord,  who  am  1 1 

Henry  5. 
You,  who  knowes  not  you, 
Why  man,  you  are  Lord  chiefe  Juftice  of  England. 
Judge. 
Your  Grace  hath  faid  truth,  therfore  in  finking  me  in  this 
place,  you  greatly  abufe  me,  and  not  roc  only  but  alio  your 
lather :  whofe  lively  perfon  here  in  this  place  I  do  reprdent. 
And  therefore  to  teach  you  what  prerogatives  meane,  I  com- 
mit you  to  the  Fleet,  untill  wee  have  fpeken  with  your  father. 

Hem . 
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Henry  <j. 

Why  then  belike  you  meane  to  fend  mee  to  the  Fleete. 

Judge.  > 
I  indeed,  and  therefore  carry  him  away. 

[Exeunt  Henry  5.  with  the  Officers* 

Judge. 
Jayler  carry  the  prifoner  to  Newgate  againe  untill  the  next 
Slfes. 

Jayler. 
At  your  commandement  my  Lord  it  {hall  bee  done. 

Enter  Dericke  and  John  Cooler. 

Dericke. 
Sownds  maifters,  heres  adco, 
"When  Princes  muit  go  to  prifon  : 
Why  Jobn9  didlt  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
John. 
O  Deride,  trufl  me,  I  never  faw  the  like. 

Dericke. 
Why  John  thou  maift  fee  what  princes  be  in  cholier, 
A  Judge  a  bo^:e  on  the  eare,  He  tell  thee  John,  O  Jobny 
I  would  not  have  done  it  for  twenty  (hillings. 
John. 
No  nor  I,  there  had  beene  no  way  but  one  with  us. 
We  mould  have  been  hangde. 

Deride. 
Faith  John,  lie  tell  thee  what,  thou  (halt  bee  my 
Lord  chiete  Juftice,  and  thou  lhalr  fit  in  the  chaire, 
And  ile  be  the  yong  Prince,  and  hit  thee  a  box  on  the  ear 
And    then  thou   (halt    fay,  ro  teach  you  what  prerogative* 
meane,  I  commit  you  to  the  Fleece. 
John. 
Come  on.  ile  be  vcur  judge, 
But  thou  fhak  not  hit  me  hard. 

Deride. 
No,  no. 

John. 
What  hath  he  done  ? 

Der 
Marry  he  hath  robd  Deride. 

4  John, 
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John. 
Why  then  I  cannot  let  him  goe. 

Dericke. 
I  muft  needes  have  my  man. 
John. 
You  (hall  not  have  him. 

Dericke. 
Shall  I  not  have  my  man,  fay  no  and  you  dare  I 
How  fay  you,  mail  I  not  have  my  man  ? 
John. 
No  marry  mall  you  not. 

Deride* 
Shall  I  not  John  ? 

John. 
No  Dericke. 

Deride. 
Why  then  take  you  that  til  more  come, 
Sovvnes,  (hall  I  not  have  him  ? 
John. 
Well  I  am  content  to  take  this  at  your  hand, 
But  I  pray  you,  who  am  I  ? 

Dericke. 
Who  art  thou,  fownds,  doit  not  know  thy  felfe  ? 

John. 
No. 

Dericke. 
Now  away  fimple  fellow, 
Why  man,  thou  art  John  the  Cobler. 
John. 
No,  I  am  my  Lord  chiefe  Juftice  of  England. 

Dericke. 
Oh  John,  Mane  thou  fayit  true,  thou  art  indeed. 

John. 
Why  then  to  teach  you  what  prerogatives  mean  I  com* 
rnit  you  to  the  Fleete. 

Dericke. 

Wei,  I  will  go,  but  yfaith  you  gray  beard  knave,  He  courfe 

you.  [Exit.     Andjlraight  enters  againe. 

Oh  John,  Com,  come  out  of  thy  chair,  why  what  a  clown 

weart  thou,  to  let  me  hit  thee  a  boxe  on  the  eare,  and  now 

thoa 
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thou  feeft   they  will  not  take  mee  to  the  Fleet,  I  thinkc  that 
thou  art  one  of  thefe  vvorenday  clownes. 
John, 
But  I  marvell  what  will  become  of  thee  ? 

Dericke. 
Faith,  ile  be  no  more  a  carrier. 

John. 
What  wilt  thou  then  do  ? 

Dericke. 
lie  dwell  with  thee  and  be  a  Cobler. 

John. 
With  me,  alaiTe,  I  am  not  able  to  keeps  thee, 
Why  thou  wilt  eate  me  out  of  dores. 
Deri  eke. 
Oh  John,  no  John,  I  am  none  of  thefe  great  llouching 
fellows  that  devoure  thefe  great  peeces  of  beefe  and  brevves, 
alafTe  a  trifle  ferves  me,  a  woodcoc'ke,  a  chicken,  or  a  ca- 
pons leg,  or  any  fuch  little  thing  ferves  me. 
John. 
A  capon,  why   man  I  cannot  get  a  capon  once  a  yeare, 
except  it  be  at  Chriftmas,  at  fome  other  mans  houie,  for  we 
cobiers  be  glad  of  a  difii  of  rootes. 
Deride. 
Rootes,  why  are  you  fo  good  at  rooting  ? 
Nay  Cobler,  weele  have  you  ringde. 
John. 
But  Derich  though  we  be  fo  poore, 
Yet  will  we  have  in  itore  a  crab  in  the  fire, 
With  Nut-browne  ale,  that  is  full  it  ale, 
Which  will  a  man  quaile,  and  lay  in  the  myre# 
Deride. 
A  hots  on  you,  and  be  but  for  your  ale, 
lie  dwell  with  you,  come  lets  away  as  fait  as  we  can. 

[Exeuxs. 

Enter  the  young  Prince  with  Ned  and  Tom. 
He  my  5. 
Come  away  fir?,  Gog5  wounds  Ar<?.7, 
Didft  thou  not  fee  what  a  boxe  on  the  eare 
I  tooke  my  Lord  chiefe  Juilice  ? 

Tcm\ 
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Tom. 
Ey  gogs  blood  it  did  me  good  to  fee  it, 
It  made  his  teeth  jane  in  his  head. 

Enter  Sir  John  Cld-Cajik, 

Hairy  5. 
How  now  fir  John  OU-CaJtle  f 
What  newes  with  you  ? 

John  Qld-Cajlh.  < 
I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Grace  at  fibertic, 
I  was  come  I,  to  vifite  you  in  Prifon. 
Henry  £. 
To  vifire   mee,   didfr.   thou  not  know  that  I  am  a  Princes 
fonne  ?  why  tis  enough   for  me  to  iooke  into  a  prifon,  thogh 
I  come  not   in  my  felfe,  but  heres  fuch  adoo  now  a  aayes, 
heres  prifoning,  heres  hanging,  whipping,  and  the  di veil  and 
all :  but  I  tell  you  firs,   when  I  am  King,   wee  will  have  no 
fuch  things,  but  ray  lads,   if  the  olde  King  my  father  were 
dead,  we  would  be  all  Kings. 

John  OLl-Cqftk. 
He  is  a  good  olde  man,  God  take  him  to  his  mercie  the 

fooner. 

Henry  $. 
But  Ned,  fo  foone  as  I  am  King,  the  firft  thing  I  will  doo, 
fhal  be  to  put  my  Lord  chiefe  Jultice  out  of  office,  and  thou 
malt  be  my  L.  chiefe  Juftice  of  England. 
Ned. 
Shall  I  be  Lord  chiefe  Juftice  ? 
By  gogs  wounds  ile  be  the  braveft  Lord  chiefe  Juftice 
That  ever  was  in  England. 

Henry  $. 
Then  Ned,  ile  turne  all  thefe  prifons  into  hence-fchooles, 
and  I  will  endue  thee  with  them,  with  landes  to  mamtaine 
them  withall,  and  then  I  will  have  about  with  my  Lord  ch:efe 
tuftice,  thou  malt  hang  none  but  pick-purfes,  and  horle- 
ftealer*,  and  fuch  bafe  minded  villaines,  but  that  fellow  that 
will  ftand  by  the  high-way  fide  couragioufly,  with  his  fword 
and  buckler,  and  take  a  purfe,  that  teilowe  give  him  com- 
mendations ;  befide  that,  fend  him  to  mee,  and  I  will  give 
Y  him 
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him  an  annual!  penfion  out  of  my  Exchequer,    to  ma'mtaine 
him  all  the  dayes  of  his  life. 

John. 
Nobly  fpoken  Harry,  wee  lhali  never  have  a  merry  world 
till  the  old  King  be  dead. 

fad. 
But  whether  are  yee  going  now  ? 

Henry  £. 
To  the  court,  for  I  heare  fay,  my  father  Ives  verie  licke. 

Tom. 
But  I  doubt  he  will  not  die. 

Heny  5. 
Yet  will  I  goe  thither,  for  the  breath  (hall  be  no  fooner  out 
of  his  mouth,  but  I  will  clap  the  crovvne  on  my  head. 
Jockey. 
Will  you  goe  to  the  court  with    that  clcake  fo  full  of 
needles  ? 

Henry  §. 
Cloake,  ilat-hoales,  needles,  and  all  was  of  mine  owne  de- 
viling, and  therefore  I  will  weare  it. 
Tom. 
I  pray  you  (my  Lord,)  what  my  bee  the  meaning  thereof* 

Henry  5. 
Why  man,  tis  a  figne  that  I  ftand  uppoa  thomes,  till  t 
cro    ae  be  on  my  head. 

Jockey. 
Or   thar  every  needle  might  be  a  pvicke  to  theyr  he-  .3 
that  repine  at  your  doings. 

Henry  5. 
Thou  fayfl:  true  Jockey,  but  theres  fome  will  fay,  the  young 
Pri  ice  will  bee  a  well-toward  young-man,  and  all  this  gearey 
thai  I  had  as  leeve  they  would  breake  my  head  with  a  pot, 
as  to  fay  any  fuch  thing,  but  wee  fland  prating  here  too 
long :  I  rouii  needes  fpeake  with  my  father,  therefore  come 
away. 

Porter. 
What  a  rapping  keepe  you  at  the  Kings  courte  gate  ? 

Henry  $. 
Hcrcs  one  that  mud  fpeake  with  the  King. 

Porta: 
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Pcrtcr. 
The  King  is  very  ficke,  and  none  mufl  fpeake  with  him. 

Henry  5. 
No  you  rafcall,  do  you  not  know  me. 

Porter, 
You  are  my  Lord  the  young  Prince. 

Henry, 
Then  go  and  tell  my  father,  that  I  mud  and  will  fpeake 
with  him. 

Ned. 
Shall  I  cut  off  his  head. 

Henry  5. 
No,   no,  though  I  would  helpe  you  in  other  places:  yet  I 
have  nothing  to  aoo  here,  what  you  are  in  my  fathers  court. 
Ned. 
I  will  write  him  in  my  tables,   for  fo  foone  as  I  am  made 
Lord  chiefe  Juftice,  I  will  put  him  out  of  his  office. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. 
Henry  £. 
Gogs  wounds  firs,  the  King  comes, 
Lets  all  Hand  afide. 

Enter  the  King  with  the  Lord  of  Exeter. 
Henry  4. 
And  is  it  true  my  Lord,  that  my  fonne  is  already  fent  to 
the  Fleet:  now  truly  that  man  is  more  fitter  to  rule  the 
^calme  then  I,  for  by  no  meanes  could  I  rule  my  fon,  and 
1  x  by  one  word  hath  caufed  him  to  be  ruled.  Oh  my  fonne, 
my  fonne,  no  fooner  out  or"  one  prifon,  but  into  an  other.  I 
had  thought  one  whiles  /had  lived,  to  have  ieene  this  noble 
realm  of  England  flourifti  by  thee  my  fon,  but  now  /  fee  it 
goes  to  ruine  and  decay.  [He  zveepes. 

Enters  Lord  of  Oxford. 
Oxford, 
P   d  pleafe  your  grace,  here  is  my  Lord  your  fonne, 
That  commeth  to  fpeake  with  you, 
He  fayth  he  mufl  and  will  fpeake  with  you. 
Henry  4. 
Who  my  fonne  Harrv? 

Y    2  Oxford, 
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Oxford, 
/and  pleafe  your  majeftie. 

Henry  4. 
/know  wherefore  he  commeth, 
But  looke  that  none  come  with  him. 
Oxford. 
A  very  djfordered  companie,  and  fuch  as  make 
Very  ill  rule  in  your  majeities  houfe. 
Hairy  4. 
Well,  let  him  come, 
But  looke  that  none  come  with  him.  [He  goetb. 

Oxford. 
And  pleafe  your  Grace, 
My  Lord  the  King  lends  for  you. 
Henry  5. 
Come  away  firs,  lets  goe  all  together. 

Oxford. 
And  pleafe  your  grace  none  mult  goe  with  you. 

Henry   5. 
Why,  I  muft  needs  have  them  with  me, 
Otherwife  I  can  doo  my  father  no  countenance, 
Therefore  come  away. 

Oxford. 
The  King  your  father  commaunds 
There  mould  none  come. 

Henry  $. 
Well  firs,  then  be  gone, 
And  provide  me  three  noyfe  of  mufitians.         [Exeunt  K 

Enters  the  Prince  with  a  dagger  in  his  hand, 

Henry  4. 
Come  my  fonne,  come  on  a  Gods  name, 
I  know  wherefore  thy  comming  is, 
Oh  my  fonne,  my  fonne,  what  caufe  hath  ever  bene, 
That  thou  fhouldtr.  forfake  mee,  and  followe  this  vilde  and 
Reprobate  company,  which  abufeth  youth  fo  manifeiUy  : 
Oh  my  fonne,  thou  knoweft  that  thele  thy  doings 
Will  end  thy  fathers  dayes.  [He  weeps* 

I  fo,  fo,  my  fonne,  thou  feared  not  to  approach  the  preience 
of  thy  ficke  father,  in  that  difguifed  fort,  I  tell  thee  my  fonne, 

that 
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that  there  is  never  a  needle  in  thy  cloke,  but  it  is  a  pricke  to 
mv  heart,  ana  never  an  ilat-holc,  but  it  is  a  hole  ro  my  fcule: 
and  wherefore  thou  bringeir.  that  dagger  iri  thy  hand  I  know 
nor,  but  by  conjecture.  [He  weepeu 

Henry  £. 
My  confeience  accufetb    me,   moft  foveraigne  Lord,    and 
ivelbeloved  father,  to  anfwere  fir  ft  to  the  la  it  po.pt,  That  is, 
whereas  you  conjecture   that  this  hand  and  this  dagger  (hall 
be  armde  againft  your  life  :  no,  know  my  beloved  tatherj   tar 
be  the  thoughts  of  your  ibnne,  fonne  faide  I,  an   unworthy 
le  for  lb  good  a  father :  but   far  be  the  thoughts  of  any 
fuch   pretended  rftifchiefe :  and  I  molt  humbly   render  it  to 
your  majeures  hand,   and   live  my  Lord   and  foveraigne  for 
ever  :  and  with  your  dagger  arme  (how  like  vengeance  upon 
the  body  of  that  your  ionne,  I  was  about  fay,   and  dare  not, 
ah  woe  is  me  therefore,   that  your  wilde  Have,  tis   not  the 
Crowne  that  I  come  for,  fvveete  Father,  becanfe   I  am  un- 
worthy, and  thofe  wilde  and  reprobate  companions  I  abandon, 
and  utterly  abolilh   their  company   for  ever.     Pardon  fweet 
father,  pardon,  the  lead  thing  and   moft  deiire  :  and  this  ruf- 
fianly cloake,  I  here  teare  from  my  back,  and  faciifice  it  to 
the  divell,  which  is  mailer  of  all  mifchief:  pardon  me,  fweet 
father,  pardon  me  :    good  my  Lord  of  Exeter,  fpeake  tor  me  : 
pardon  me,  pardon,  good  father :  not  a  word :  ah  he  will  not 
fpeake  one  word  :  \  Harry,  now  thrice  unhappy  Harry.     But 
what  (hall  I  doe  :  I  will  go  take  mee  into  fome  foiitary  place, 
I  there  lament  my  fin  full  lire,  and  when  I  have  done,  I 
will  lay  me  downe  and  die.  [Rx:t. 

Henry  4. 

Call  him  againe,  call  my  ibnne  againe. 

Henry   y 
And  doth  my  father  call  me  againe  ?  Now,  Harry; 
Happy  be  the  time  that  thy  lather  calleth  thee  againe. 
Henry  4. 
Stand  up  my  fonne,  and  do  not  thinke  thy  father 
But  at  the  requeit  or  thee  my  fonne,  I  will  pardon  thee, 
And  God  bleile  thee,  and  make  thee  his  fervant. 
Henry  5. 
Thanks  good  my  Lord,  and  no  doubt  but  this  day, 
Even  this  day,  I  am  borne  new  againe. 

Y  3  Henry 
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Henry  4. 
Come  my  fon  and  Lords,  take  me  by  the  hands. 

\Excunt  omnes. 

"Enter  Deride, 

Dericke. 
Thou  art  a  {linking  whore,  and  a  whorfon  flanking  whore, 
Doeft  think  it  ile  take  it  at  thy  hands  ? 

Enter  John  Cobler  running. 

John. 
Dericke,  B.  D.  Hearefta, 
DOD,  never  while  thou  liveft  ufe  that, 
Why  what  will  my  neighbours  fay,  and  thou  go  away  fo  r 
Dericke. 
Shees  a  narrant  whore,  and  ile  have  the  law  on  you  John. 

John. 
Why  what  hath  fne  done  ? 

Dericke. 
Marry  marke  thou  John, 
I  will  prove  it  that  I  will. 

What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Dericke. 

That  fhe  cald  rne  in  to  dinner. 
Jehu,  marke  the  tale  well  John,  and  when  I  was  fet 
She  brought  me  a  dilh  of  roots,  and  ;a  peece  of  barell  butter 
rherein  :  and  the  is  a  very  knave, 
And  thou  a  diab  if  thou  take  her  part. 

Hearefra  Den  eke,  is  this  the  matter  ? 
Nay,  and  it  be  no  worfe,  we  will  go  home  again, 
And  all  (hall  be  ameuufd. 

Dericke, 
Oh  John,  hearefta  John,  is  all  well  ? 

John. 
I,  all  is  well. 

Deride. 
Then    ile  go  home    before,  and    breake    all    the  glaiTe- 
windowes. 

*  Enter 
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Enter  the  King  with  his  Lords,  . 

Henry  4. 
Come  my  Lords,  I  fee  it  boots  mee  not  to  take  any  phy- 
fike,  for  all  the  Phyfitians  in  the  world  cannot  cure  mee,  no 
not  one.  But  good  my  Lords,  remember  my  Ian:  Will  and 
Teftament  concerning  my  fonne,  for  truelymy  Lords,  I  do 
not  thinke  but  he  will  prove  as  yaliant  and  victorious  a  King, 
as  ever  raigned  in  England. 

Both. 
Let  heaven  and  earth  be  witnefle  betweene  us,  if  wee  ac- 
complifh  not  thy  will  to  the  uttermoft. 
Henry  4. 
I  give  you  moil  unfained  thankes,  good  my  Lords, 
Draw  the  curtaines  and  depart  my  chamber  a  while, 
And  caufe  fome  muficke  to  rocke  me  a  lleepe.       [Tlejleepetb. 

[Exeunt  Lords, 

Enter  4be  Printe. 

Henry  5. 
Ah  Hany,  thrice  unhappy,  that  hath  negleft  fo  long  from 
vifning  of  thy  ficke  father,  I  will  goe,  nay  but  why  doe  I 
not  goe  to  the  chamber  of  my  ficke  father,  to  comfort  the 
melancholy  foule  of  his  body,  his  foule  faid  I,  heere  is  his 
body,  but  his  foule  is,  wheras  it  needs  no  bodie.  Now  thrice 
accurfed  Har/y,  that  hath  offended  thy  father  fo  much,  and 
could  not  I  crave  pardon  for  all.  Oh  my  dying  father  curft 
be  the  day  wherein  I  was  borne,  and  accurled  be  the  houre 
wherin  I  was  begotten,  but  what  mail  I  doe  ?  if  weeping 
teares  which  come  too  late,  may  fuffice  the  negligence  neg- 
lected to  fome,  I  will  weepe  day  and  night  untill  the  foun- 
taine  be  drie  with  weeping.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  of  Exeter  and  Oxford. 

Exeter. 
Come  eafily  my  Lord,  for  waking  of  the  King. 

Henry  4. 
Now  my  Lords. 

Oxford. 
How  doth  your  Grace  feele  your  felfe  ? 

Y  4  Henry. 
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Henry  4. 
Somewhat  better  after  my  fieepe, 
But  good  my  Lord  take  off  my  crowne, 
Remove  my  chayre  a  little  backe,  and  fet  me  right. 
Amho. 
And  pleafe  your  grace  the  crown  is  taken  away. 

Henry  4. 
The  crowne  taken  away, 
Good  my  Lord  of  Oxford,  go  fee  who  hath  done  this  deed : 
No  doubt  tis  fome  wilde  traytor  that  hath  done  it, 
To  deprive  my  fonne,  they  that  would  dee  it  now, 
Would  leeke  to  fcrape  and  fcrawle  for  it  after  my  death. 

Knter  Lord  of  Oxford  with  the  Prince, 

Oxford. 
Kere  and  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Is  my  Lord  the  yong  Prince  with  the  Crowne. 

Henry  4. 
Why  how  now  my  fonne, 
I  had  thought  the  laft  ti»me  I  had  you  in  fchooling, 
I  had  give^  you  a  leffon  for  all, 
And  do  you  now  begin  againe  ? 
Why  tell  me  my  fonne, 
Doell  thou  thinke  the  time  fo  long, 
That  thou  wouldeft  have  it  before  the 
Breath  be  out  of  my  mouth. 

Hcny  £. 
Moil  foveraigne  Lord,  and  welbeloved  father, 
I  came  into  your  chamber  to  comfort  the  melancholy 
Soute  of  your  body,  and  finding  you  at  that  time 
Paft  all  recovery,  and  dead  to  my  thinking, 
God  is  my  witnetfe,  and  what  fhould  I  doo, 
But  with  weeping  teares  lament  the  death  of  you  my  father, 
And  after  that,  feeing  the  crowne  I  tooke  it : 
And  tell  me  my  father,  who  might  "better  take  it  then  I, 
After  your  death,  but  feeing  you  live, 
I  moil  humbly  render  it  into  your  majeflies  hands, 
And  the  happieil  man  alive,  that  my  father  live ; 
And  live  my  Lord  and  father  for  ever, 

Hcv:yt 
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Henry. 
Stand  up  my  fonne, 
Thine  anfvvere  hath  founded  well  in  mine  enrrs, 
For  I  mult  needs  confefie  that  I  was  in  a  very  iound  flcepe, 
And  altogether  unmindfull  of  thy  comming  : 
But  come  neare  my  fonne, 
And  let  mee  put  thee  in  poifeffion  whi!(t  I  live, 
That  none  deprive  thee  ot  it  after  my  death. 
Henry  $. 
Well  may  I  take  it  at  your  mnjeities  hands, 
But  it  fhal  never  touch  my  head,  fo  long  as  my  father  lives. 

[He  taketb  the  crowne* 
Hnry  4. 
God  give  thee  joy  my  fonne, 
God  bleifethee,  and  make  thee  his  fervant, 
And  fend  thee  a  profperous  raigne. 
For  God  knowes  my  fonne,  how  hardly  I  came  by  it, 
And  how  hardly  I  have  maintained  it. 
Henry  5. 
Howfoever  ycu  came  by  it,  I  know  not, 
And  now  I  have  it  from  you,  and  from  you  I  wil  keepe  it : 
And  he  that  feekes  to  take  the  crown  from  my  head, 
Let  him  looke  that  his  armour  be  thicker  then  mine, 
Or  I  will  pearce  him  to  the  heart, 
Where  it  harder  then  brafl'e  or  bollion. 
Henry  4. 
Nobly  fpoken,  and  like  a  King. 
Now  truft  me  my  Lords,  I  feare  not  but  my  fonne 
Will  be  as  warlike  and  victoridus  a  Prince, 
As  ever  raigned  in  England. 

L.  Amlo. 
His  former  life  fhewes  no  leffe. 

Henry  4. 
Well  my  lords  I  know  not  whether  it  be  for  deep, 
Or  drawing  neare  of  drowfie  furnmer  of  death, 
But  I  am  very  much  given  to  fleepe, 
Therefore  good  my  lords  and  my  fonne, 
Draw  thecurtaines,  depart  my  chamber, 
And  caufe  fome  muficke  to  rocke  me  afl.eepe.      {Exeunt  omnes. 

[T/je  King  dyetbm 
Enter 
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Enter  the  Tbeefe, 

Tbeefe. 
Ah  God,  I  am  now  much  like  to  a  byrd. 
Which  hath  efeaped  out  of  the  cage,  > 

For  fo  ioone  as  my  Lord  Chiefe  Juitice  heard 
That  the  old  King  was  dead,  he  was  glad  to  let  me  go, 
For  fearecf  my  Lord  the  young  Prince  : 
But  here  comes  fome  of"  his  companions, 
I  will  fee  ana  I  can  get  any  thing  of  them, 
For  olde  acquaintance. 

Enter  Knights  raunging, 

Tom. 
Gogs  wounds  the  King  is  dead. 
Jockey, 
Dead,  then  gogs  blood,  wee  (hall  be  all  kings. 

Ned. 
Gogs  wounds,  I  fliall  be  Lord  Chiefe  Jufiice  of  England. 

Tom. 
Why,  how  are  you  broken  out  of  prifon  ? 

Ned. 
Gogs  wounds,  how  the  villaine  flinkes  ? 

Jockey. 
Why  what  will  become  of  thee  now  ? 
Fye  upon  him,  how  the  rafcall  itinkes, 
Tbeefe. 
Marry  {  will  goe  and  ferve  my  maifter  againe. 

fom. 
Gogs  blood,  doeil  think  that  he  will  have  any  fuch 
Scabd  knave  as  thou  art  1   What  man  he  is  a  king  no  .v. 
Not. 
Hold  thee,  hcrcs  a  couple  of  Angels  for  thee, 
And  get  thee  gonei  for  the  King  will  not  be  long 
Be  tore  he  come  this  wav  : 

And  hereafter  I  will  tell  the  King  of  thee.  [Exit  fUtfe* 

Jocity. 
Oh  how  it  did  me  good  to  fee  the  King 
When  he  was  crowned. 

Me  thought  his  (bate was  like  the  figure  of  heaven, 
And  his  perfon  like  unto  a  God, 
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Ned. 
But  who  would  have  thought 
That  the  King  would  have  chang'de  his  countenance  fo? 
Jockey. 
Did  you  not  fee  ivith  what  grace 
He  fent  his  embaflage  into  France,  to  tell  the  French  king 
That  Harry  oi  England  )\z\\\  fent  for  the  crowne, 
And  Harry  of  England  will  have  it. 
Tom. 
But  twas  but  a  little  to  make  the  people  believe, 
That  hee  was  forrie  for  his  fathers  de.ith. 

[The  trumpets  Joivnds. 
Ned. 
Gogs  wounds,  the  King  comes, 
Lets  all  ftand  afide. 

Enter  the  King  ivith  the  Archhijhop  and  the  Lord  of  Oxford. 

Jockey. 
How  doo  you  my  Lord  ? 

Ned. 
How  now  Harry? 
Tut  my  Lord,  put  away  thefe  dumpes, 
You  are  a  King,  and  all  the  Realme  is  yours : 
What  man  ?  do  you  not  remember  the  old  fayings, 
You  know  I  muft  be  Lord  Chiefe  Jutticeof  England. 
Trull  mee  my  Lord,  me  thinks  you  are  very  much  changed  : 
And  'tis  but  with  a  little  forrowing,  to  make  folkes  believe 
The  death  of  your  father  grieves  you, 
And  'tii  nothing  fo. 

Henry  $. 
I  prcthee  Ned  mend  thy  manners, 
And  be  more  modeller  in  thy  tearmes, 
For  my  unfeined  griefe  is  not  to  be  ruled  by  thy  flattering 
AnddifTemblingtaike,  thou  fayeft  I  am  changed, 
So  I  am  indeed,  and  fo  muft  thou  be  and  that  quickly, 
Or  elfe  I  muft  cauie  thee  to  be  chaunged. 
Jockey. 
Gogs  wounds  how  like  you  this  ? 
JSowmis,  tis  not  fo  fweet  as  muficke. 
Tom. 
I  truft  we  have  not  offended  your  Grace  no  way. 

Henry 
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Hairy   5. 
Ah  Tom,  your  farmer  life  grieves  me, 
And  makes  me  to  abandon  and  abclifh  your  company  for  ever, 
And  therefore  not  upon  pain  of  death  to  approch  my  prefence 
By  ten  miles  fpace,  then  if  I  heare  well  of  you, 
It  may  bee  I  will  dee  fomewhat  for  you, 
OtheYwifi  looke  for  no  more  favour  at  my  hands, 
Then  at  ;.ny  other  mans  :  and  therefore  be  gone, 
We  have  other  matters  to  talke  on.  [Exeunt  Knights, 

Now  my  good  Lord  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury, 
What  fry  you  to  our  embaffage  into  France  ? 
Jrchfnjbop. 
Your  right  to  the  French  crowne  of  France, 
Came  by  your  great  grandmother  Isabel, 
Wife  to  king  Edward  the  third, 
And  filler  to  Charles  the  French  King: 
Now  if  the  French  King  deny  it,  as  likely  he  will, 
Then  mufl  you  take  your  fword  in  hand, 
And  conquer  the  right. 
Let  the  ufurped  Frenchman  know, 

Although  your  predeceflbrs  have  let  itpafle,  ynu  will  not: 
For  your  Countreymen  are  willing  with  purie  and  men, 
To  ayde  you. 

Then  my  good  Lord,  as  it  hath  been  alwayes  knowne, 
That  Scotland  hath  been  in  league  with  France, 
By  a  fort  of  penfions  which  yearly  come  from  thence, 
I  thinke  it  therefore  beft  to  conquerc  Scotland, 
And  then  I  thinke  that  you  may  go  more  eafily  into  France: 
And  this  is  all  that  I  can  fay,  my  good  Lord. 
Henry  5. 
I  thanke  you,  my  good  L.  Archbifhop  ot  Cattkrl 
What  fay  you,  my  good  Lord  of  Oxford? 
Oxford'. 
And  pleafe  your  Majeftie, 
I  :.  ree  to  my  Lord  Archbyfhop,  faving  in  this, 
He  that  will  Scotland  winne,  mult  firft  with  France  beginne  : 
According  to  the  old  faying. 

Therefore  my  good  Lord,  I  thinke  it  bed  firft  to  invade  Francet 
For  in  conquering  Scotland,  you  conquer  but  one. 
And  conqueie  France,  and  conqueic  both. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lord  of  Exceter. 

Exeter, 
And  plecfe  your  Majefty. 

Henry  5. 
Now  truft  me  my  Lord, 
He  was  the  hit  man  that  we  talked  of, 
I  am  glad  that  he  is  come  to  reiblve  us  of  our  anfivere, 
Commit  him  to  our  prefence. 

Enter  Dnkc  of  YoxVc. 

To 
God  Hive  the  life  of  my  fuveraigne  Lord  the  Kin£, 

Henry  5. 
Now  my  good  Lord  the  duke  or  i  ' 
What  newes  from  our  brother  the  French  king  ? 
Torfo. 
And  pleafe  your  Majeilie, 
I  delivered  him  my  embaflage, 
Whereof  I  tooke  fome  deliberation, 
But  for  the  anfwere  he  hath  fent 
My  Lord  Embaflador  of  Burges,  the  Duke  of  Burgony, 
Monfieur  le  Cole,  with  two  hundred  and  fittie  horfemen, 
To  bring  the  embaiTage. 

Henry   j. 
Commit  my  Lord  Archbyfhop  or  Surges  unto  our  prefence, 

Enter  Archbyjhop  of  Burges. 

Henry  5. 
Now  my  Lord  Archbyfhop  of  Burges^ 
Wre  doe  learne  by  our  Lord  Embail'ado  r, 
That  you  have  our  menage  to  doo 
From  our  brother  the  French  king  : 
Here  my  good  Lord,  according  to  our  accuftomed  order, 
We  give  you  free  libertie  and  licenfe  to  ipeake, 
With  good  audience. 

Archbyfhop. 
God  fave  the  mighty  king  or  England, 
My  Lord  and  Mafter,  the  molt  Chnllian  King,^ 
Charles  the  feventh,  the  great  and  mighty  king  of  France^ 
As  a  moft  noble  and  ChriiUan  king, 

r  Not 
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Not  minding  to  flied  innocent  bloud,  is  rather  content 
To  yeeld  fomewhat  to  your  unreafonable  demaunds, 
That  if  fifty  thoufand  crownes  a  yeare  with  his  daughter 
The  fayde  Lady  Katberens  in  marriage, 
And  fome  crownes  which  he  may  well  fpare, 
Not  hurting  of  his  kingdome, 

He  is  content  to  yeeld  fo  far  to  your  unreafonable  defire. 
Henry   5. 
Why  then  belike  your  Lord  and  M  after, 
Thinkes  to  puffe  me  up  with  fifty  thoufand  crowns  a  yere : 
No,  tell  thy  Lord  and  Mailer, 
That  all  the  crownes  in  France  (hall  not  ferve  me, 
Except  the  crowne  and  kingdome  it  felfe : 
And  perchance  hereafter  I  will  have  his  daughter. 
Archbyjbop* 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majelty, 
My  Lord  Prince  Dolphin  greetes  you  well, 
With  this  prefent. 

[He  deliver cth  a  'Tunne  of  Tennis  baUto, 
Henry  5. 
What  a  guilded  tunne  ? 
1  pray  you  my  Lord  of  Torke,  looke  what  is  in  it. 
Yorke. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Here  is  a  Carpet,  and  a  Tunne  of  Tennis  balles. 
Henry  5. 
A  tunne  of  tennis  balles  ? 
I  pray  you  go'd  my  Lord  Archbifhop, 
What  might  the  meaning  thereof  be  ? 
Archbx/brp. 
And  it  pleafe  you  my  Lord, 
A  meilenger  you  know  ought  to  keepe  clofe  his  meflage, 
And  fpeciaily  an  embafTador. 

Henry  5. 
But  I  know  that  you  may  declare  your  mefTage 
To  a  king,  the  law  of  armes  allowes  no  lefie. 

My  Lord,  hearing  of  your  wildnefle  before  your 
Fathers  death,  lent  you  this  my  good  Lord, 

Meaning 
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Meaning  that  you  arc  move  fitter  for  a  Tennis  Court 
Then  a  Held,  and  more  litter  tor  a  Carpet  then  the  Campe. 
Henry  5. 

My  L.  Prince DolpJjin  is  very  pleafantwith  me: 
Bur  trll  him,  that  in  iteed  of  balles  of  leather, 
We  will  tofle  him  balles  of  brafle  and  yron, 
Yea,  fuch  balles,  as  never  were  toft  in  Fra*ct, 
The  proudeit  Tennis  Court  (hail  rue  it, 
I,  and  thou  Prince  ot"  Barges  mall  rue  ir. 
Therefore  get  thee  hence,  and  tell  him  thy  rr.afTage  quietly 
Leaft  I  be  there  before  thee :  Away  prieft,  be  gone, 
Arcbbyfljop* 

I  befeech  your  Grace,  to  deliver  mee  your  fafe 
Conduct  under  your  broad  feale  Emanuel.  x 

Henry  5. 

Prieft  of  Barges,  know, 
That  the  hand  and  feale  of  a  King,  and  his  word  is  all  one, 
And  in  ilead  of  my  hand  and  feale, 
I  will  bring  him  my  hand  and  fword. 

And  tell  thy  Lord  and  Mailer,  that  I  Hany  of  England  {aid  it. 
And  I  Hany  of  England^  will  performe  ir. 
My  Lord  of  Torkey  deliver  him  our  faie  conducl, 
Under  our  broad  feale  Emanuel.  * 

[Exeunt  Archb'fcop  and  the  Duke  tf  Yorke. 
my  Lords,  to  Arme?,  ro  Armes, 
For  I  vow  by  heaven  and  earth,  that  the  prouded 
French  man  in  all  France  fasti  rue  the  time  that  ever 
Thele  tennis  balles  were  lent  into  England, 
My  Lord,  1  wil  that  there  be  provided  a  great  navy  of  fhips 
With  all  ipeed,  at  So kib- Hampton* 
For  there  I  meane  to  fhip  my  men, 
For  I  would  be  there  before  him,  if  it  were  pofiible, 
Therefore  come;  but  flay, 

I  had  almolt  forgot  the  chiefeft  thing  of  all,  with  chafing 
With  this  French  embaiiadour. 
Call  in  my  Lord  Chiefe  Juftice  of  England* 

Enter  Lord  Chiefs  Jujlicc  of  England. 

Exeter, 

Here  is  the  King,  my  Lord. 
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Juftlce. 
God  preferve  your  Majefty. 

Henry  £. 
Why  how  now  my  Lord,  what  is  the  matter  ? 

Juftlce. 
I  would  it  were  unknowne  to  your  Majeity. 

Henry  5. 
Why  what  ayle  you  ? 

Your  Majefly  knoweth  my  griefe  well. 

Henry  $, 
Oh  my  Lord,  you  remember  you  fent  me  to  the  Fleet,  did 
you  not. 

Juftlce. 
I  truft  your  Grace  hath  forgotten  that. 

Henry  £. 
I  truly  my  Lord,  and  for  revengement, 
I  have  chofen  you  to  be  my  Protestor  over  my  realme, 
Untill  it  mail  pleafe  God  to  give  me  fpeedy  returne 
Cut  of  France. 

Juftice. 
And  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefly,  I  am  fane  unwoithy 
Cf  fo  high  a  dignity. 

Henry  5. 
Tut  my  Lord,  you  are  not  unworthy, 
Becaufe  1  thinke  you  worthy : 
For  you  that  would  not  fpare  me, 
I  thinke  will  not  fpare  another. 
It  mult  needs  be  fo,  and  therefore  come,  _ 
Let  us  be  gone,  and  get  our  men  in  a  readinelTe.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  a  Captaine,  John  Cobler  and  bis  Wife. 
Captaine. 
Come,  come,  there  is  no  remedy, 
a  mull  needs  ferve  the  King. 
John. 
Good  matter  Captaine  let  me  goe, 
I  am  not  able  to  ^o  lb  farre. 

Wife. 
1  pray  you         ]  mailer  Captaine, 

ood  to  my  I    .-and.  . 

J  Captaine. 
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Captaine. 

Why  I  am  fure  he  is  not  too  good  to  ferve  the  King : 

John. 
AlafTe  no  :  but  a  great  deale  too  bad, 
Therefore  I  pray  you  let  tne  go. 

Captaine. 
No,  no,  thou  fhalt  go. 

John. 
Oh  fir,  I  have  a  great  many  fhooes  at  home  for  to  cobble. 

Wife.  > 
I  pray  you  let  him  goe  home  againe. 

Captaine. 
Tulh  I  care  not,  thou  fhalt  goe. 
Wife. 
Oh  wife,  and  you  had  been  a  loving  wife  to  mee, 
This  had  not  been,  for  I  have  fayd  many  times, 
That  I  would  goe  away,  and  now  I  muit  goe 
Againft  my  will.  [Hee  weepeth* 

Enters  Deri  eke. 
Dericke* 
How  now  ho,  Bajtllus  manus,  for  an  old  codpeece, 
Mailer  Captaine  mall  we  away  : 
Sowndes  how  now  John,  what  a  crying, 
What  make  you  and  my  dame  there? 
I  marvell  whofe  head  you  will  throw  the  ftooles  at, 
Now  we  are  gone. 

Wife. 
He  tell  you,  come  ye  cloghead, 
What  doe  you  with  my  potlid  ?  heare  you, 
Will  you  have  it  rapt  about  your  pate  ? 

[She  beatetb  him  with  her  potlid 
Dericke. 
Oh  good  dame.  [Here  hejliakes  her. 

And  I  had  my  dagger  here,  I  would  vvorie  you  all  to  peeces 
That  I  would. 

Wife. 
Would  you  fo,  He  trie  that.  [She  beatetb  him, 

Dericke. 
Mafter  Captaine  will  yee  fuffer  her  ? 
Goe  too  dame,  I  will  goe  backe  as  farre  as  I  can, 

Z  But 
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But  and  you  come  againc, 

He  clap  the  Law  on  your  backe  thats  flat : 

He  tell  you  Matter  Captaine  what  you  {hall  doe; 

Prefie  her  for  a  fouldier,  I  warrant  you, 

She  wil  doe  as  much  good  as  her  hufband  and  I  too. 

Enters  the  Tbecfc. 

Sownes,  who  comes  yonder  ? 

Captaine. 
How  now  good  fellow,  doett  thou  want  a  Matter  ? 

Theefe. 
I  truly  fir. 

Captaine. 
Hold  thee  then,  I  prefie  thee  tor  a  fouldier, 
To  ferve  the  King  in  France. 

Deride. 
How  now  Gads,  whatdcett,  knoueit,  thinkefl? 

Thecft. 
I,  I  knew  thee  long  agoe. 

Dericke, 
Heare  you  maitter  Captaine? 

Captaine. 
What  faytt  thou  ? 

Dericke. 
I  pray  you  let  me  goe  home  againe. 

Captaine. 
Why  what  woldtt  thou  doe  at  home  ? 

Dericke. 
Marry  I  have  brought  two  fhirts  with  me, 
And  I  would  carry  one  of  them  home  againe, 
For  I  am  fure  heele  iteale  it  from  me, 
He  is  fuch  a  filching  iellow. 

Captaine. 
I  warrant  thee  hee  will  not  iieale  it  from  theer 
Come  lets  away. 

Dericke. 
Come  maitter  Captaine  lets  away, 
Come  follow  me. 

^  John. 
Come  Wife,  lets  part  lovingly. 


m/« 
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Wife. 
Farewell  good  hufband. 

Dcricke. 
Fye  what  a  killing  and  crying  is  here  ? 
Sowncs,  do  ye  thinke  he  will  never  come  againe? 
Why  John  come  away,  doeit  thinke  that  we  are  fo  bafe 
Minded  to  die  among  Frenchmen  ? 
Sownes,  we  know  not  whether  they  will  lay 
Us  in  their  Church  or  no  :  Come,  M.  Captaine,  lets  away. 
Cabtainc, 
I  cannot  flay  no  longer,  therefore  come  away. 

[Exeunt  omties* 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  Dolphin,  and  Lord  High  Con/table  of 
France. 
King. 
Now  my  Lord  High  Conftable, 
What  fay  you  to  our  EmbaiTage  into  England? 
Conftable. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majeftie,  I  can  fay  nothing, 
Untill  my  Lords  EmbafTadors  be  come  home, 
But  yet  me  thinkes  your  grace  hath  done  well, 
To  get  your  men  in  fo  good  a  readineffe, 
For  feare  of  the  woril. 

King. 
I  my  Lord  we  have  fome  in  a  readineffe, 
But  if  the  King  of  England  m-dke  againfl  us, 
We  mufl  have  thrice  fo  many  moe. 
Dolphin. 
Tut  my  Lord,  although  the  King  of  England  be 
Young  and  wilde  headed,  yet  never  thinke  hee  will  be  f# 
Unwife  to  make  battell  againfl  the  mightie  King  of 
France. 

King. 
Oh  my  fonne,  although  the  King  of  England  be 
Young  and  wilde  headed,  yet  never  thinke  but  he  is  ruldc 
By  his  wife  Councellors. 

Enter  Archbyjlwp  of  B urges. 
Archfojlwp. 
God  fave  the  life  of  my  ibveraigne  lord  the  King. 

2  2  Kin*. 
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King, 
Now  my  good  Lord  Archbifhop  of  Burges, 
What  newes  from  our  brother  the  Englifh  King? 
Arcbbyjhop. 
And  pleafe  your  Majeitie, 
He  is  fo  far  from  your  expectation, 
That  nothing  will  ierve  him  but  the  Crowne 
And  Kingdome  it  felfe  ;  befides,  he  bad  me  hafte  quickly,. 
Leaft  hee  be  there  before  mee,  and  fo  farre  as  I  heare 
He  hath  kept  promife:  for  they  fay  he  is  already  landed 
At  Kidcocks  in  Normandie,  upon  the  River  of  Sene, 
And  layd  his  liege  to  the  Garrifon  Towne  of  Harflew* 
King. 
You  have  made  great  hafte  in  the  meane  time, 
Have  you  not  ? 

Dolphin. 
I  pray  you  my  Lord,  how  did  the  King  of 
England  take  my  prefents  ? 

Arcbbyjhop, 
Truely  my  Lord,  in  very  ill  part, 
For  theie  your  balks  of  leather, 
He  will  tolfe  you  balles  of  brafle  and  yron. 
Truil  me  my  Lord,  I  was  verie  arfraide  of  him, 
Hee  is  iuch  a  hautie  and  high  minded  Prince, 
He  is  as  fierce  as  a  Lyon. 

Conjlablc. 
Tufh,  we  will  make  him  as  tame  as  a  lambe> 
I  warrant  you. 

Enters  a  MeJJcngcr. 

Mcjjengcr. 
God  fave  the  mightie  King  of  France, 

King. 
Now  MefTenger,  what  newes  ? 

Mcjjenger, 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majeltie 
I  come  from  your  poore  diftrefled  Towne  of  HarJieWy 
Which  is  fo  befet  on  every  fide, 
If  your  Majeilie  doe  not  fend  prefent  ayde, 
The  Towne  will  be  yeelded  to  the  EngHjh  King. 


King. 
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King. 

Come  my  Lords,  come,  mail  we  ftand  lHll 
Till  our  Countrcy  he  fpoyled  under  our  nofes  ? 
My  Lords,  let  the  Nor/nans,  Brabants,  Pickardics, 
And  Danes,  be  lent  for  with  all  fpeede  : 
And  you  my  Lord  High  Con  liable,  I  make  Generall 
Over  all  my  whole  Armie. 

Monfieur  le  Colle,  Mailter  of  the  Boas,  fo<*^ 

Signior  Drums,  and  the  reit,  at  your  appointment. 
Dolphin. 

I  truft  your  Majeftie  will  beftow, 
Some,  part  or"  the  batrell  on  mee, 
I  hope  not  to  prelent  any  otherwife  then  well. 
King. 

I  tell  thee  my  fonne, 
Although  I  mould  get  the  victory,  and  thou  lofe  thy  life, 
I  fhould  thinke  my  felfe  quite  conquered, 
And  the  EngUJbmen  to  have  the  victorie. 
Dolphin. 

Why  my  Lord  and  Father, 
I  would  have  the  pettie  King  of  England  to  know, 
That  I  dare  encounter  him  in  any  ground  of  the  world. 
King. 

I  know  well  my  fonne, 
But  at  this  time  I  will  have  it  thus : 
Therefore  come  away.  [Exeunt  owner. 

Enters  Henry  the  fifth,  imth  his  hordes- 
Henry  <j. 
Come  my  Lords  of  England, 
No  doubt  this  good  lucke  of  winning  this  Towne 
Is  a  figne  of  an  honourable  victorie  to  come. 
But  good  my  Lord,  go  and  fpeak  to  the  Captaines 
With  all  fpi-ed,  to  nu  nber  the  hoalt  of  the  French  men. 
And  by  that  meanes  we  may  the  better  know 
How  to  appoint  the  battell. 

Torke. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majelly, 
There  are  many  of  your  men  ficke  and  difeafed, 
And  many  of  them  die  for  want  of  victuals. 

Z  3  Henry 
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Henry  5. 
And  why  did  you  not  tell  me  of  it  before  ? 
If  we  cannot  have  it  for  money, 
We  will  have  it  by  dint  of  fvvord. 
The  law  of  armes  allow  no  lefTe. 
Oxford. 
I  befeech  yur  grace,  to  grant  me  a  boone. 

Henry  5. 
What  is  that  my  good  Lord  ? 

Oxford. 
That  your  grace  would  give  me  the  Evantgard  in  the  battellf 

Henry    5. 
Truft  me  my  Lord  cf  Oxford  I  cannot : 
For  I  have  already  given  it  to  my  unckle  the  Duke  of  Forte, 
Yet  I  thanke  you  for  your  good  will.  [4  Trumpet  fourJs* 

How  now,  what  is  that  ? 

Yorke. 
I  thinke  it  be  fome  Herald  of  armes. 

Enters  a  Herald. 
Herald. 
King  of  England,  my  Lord  High  Conftable, 
And  others  or  the  Noble  men  of  France, 
Sends  me  to  defie  thee,  as  open  enemy  to  God, 
Our  Countrey,  and  us,  and  hereupon, 
They  prefently  bid  thee  battell. 

Henry  <j. 
Herald,  tell  them,  that  I  defie  them, 
As  open  enemies  to  God,  my  Countrey,  and  mc, 
And  as  wrongful  ufurpers  of  my  right : 
And  whereas  thou  fayeft  they  prefently  bid  me  battell, 
Tell  them  that  1  thinke  they  know  how  to  pleafe  me  : 
But  I  pray  thee  what  place  hath  my  Lord  Prince  Dolphin 
Here  in  battell. 

Herald. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
My  Lord  and  Kin^  his  father 
W;ll  i-ot  let  him  come  into  the  field. 

v  5. 
Why  then  he  doth  me  great  injury, 
I  thought  that  he  and  I  Jhuld  have  plaid  at  tennis  together, 

Therefore 
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Therefore  I  have  brought  tennis  balles  for  him, 

Bat  other  manner  of  ones  then  he  lent  me. 

And  Herald,  tell  my  Lord  Prince  Dolphin, 

That  I  have  inured  my  hands  with  other  kind  of  weapons 

Then  tennis  balles,  ere  this  time  a  day, 

And  that  he  fhall  finde  it,  ere  it  be  long, 

And  fo  adue  my  friend :  _  ' 

And  tell  my  Lord  that  I  am  ready  when  he  will.     [Exit  Herald, 

Come  my  Lords,  I  care  not  and  I  go  to  our  Captaines, 

And  ile  fee  the  number  of  the  French  army  my  felfe. 

Strike  up  the  drumme.  [Exeunt  o»mes% 

Enter  French    Souldiers. 

1  Souldier. 

Come  away  Jacke  Drummer,  come  away  all, 
And  me  will  tell  you,  what  me  will  doo, 
Me  will  tro  one  chance  on  the  dice, 
Who  fhall  have  the  king  of  England  and  his  Lords. 

2  Souldier. 
Come  away  Jacke  Drummer, 

And  tro  your  chance,  and  lay  downe  your  Drumme. 

Enter  Drummer, 

Drummer.  > 

Oh  the  brave  apparrell  that  the  Engliih  mans 
Hay  broth  over,  I  will  tell  you  what 
Me  ha  done,  me  ha  provided  a  hundreth  trunkes,  _ 
And  all  to  put  the  fine  parel  of  the  Engliih  mans  in. 
i   Souldier. 
What  doe  you  meane  by  trunkea  ? 
2   Souldier, 
A  fheft  man,  a  hundred  fhefts. 

i    Shouldier, 
Awee,  awee,  awee,  Me  will  tell  you  what, 
Me  ha  put  five  fhildren  out  of  my  houfe, 
And  all  too  little  to  put  the  fine  apparrell  of  the 
Engiifh  mans  in. 

Drummer, 
Oh  the  brave  the  brave  apparrell   that  wee  fhall  have  anon, 
but  come,   and   you  fhall   fee  what   me  will  tro  at  the  Kings 
Drummer  and  Fire. 

Z  4  Ha, 
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Ha,  me  ha  no  good  lucke,  tro  you. 
3  Souldier. 
Faith  me  will  tro  at  the  Earle  of  Northumberland 
And  my  Lord  a  Willoivhic,  with  his  great  horfe, 
Snorting,  farting,  oh  brave  horfe, 

)  1    Souldier. 
Ha,  bur  Lady  you  ha  reafonable  good  lucke, 
Now  I  will  tro  at  the  King  himfelfe, 
Ha,  me  have  no  good  lucke. 

i    Enters  a  Captaine, 

Captaine. 
How  now  what  make  you  here, 
So  farre  from  the  campe  ? 

2  Souldier. 
Shal  me -tell  our  captain,  what  we  have  done  here* 

Drummer, 
A  wee,  a  wee.  [Exeunt  Drum  and  one  Souldier* 

2  Souldier. 
I  will  tell  you  what  we  have  done, 
We  have  been  troing  on  fhance  on  the  dice, 
But  none  can  win  the  King. 

Captaine. 
I  thinke  fo,  why  he  is  left  behind  for  mee 
And  I  have  fet  three  or  foure  chaire  makers  a  worke, 
To  make  a  new  difguifed  chaire  to  fet  that  womanly  King  of 
England  in,  that  all  the  people  may  laugh  and  fcoffe  at  him. 
2  Souldier. 

0  brave  Captaine. 

Captaine. 

1  am  glad  and  yet  with  a  kind  of  pitty, 
To  fee  the  poore  King. 

Who  ever  faw  a  more  flourifhing  armie  in  France   in    one 

day  then  here  is.     Are  not    here  all  the    Pteies   of  France: 

Are  not  here  the  Normans  with   their  fierie  hand  Gunnes, 

and  launching  Curtleaxes. 

Are  not  here  the  Barbarians  with  their  bard  horfes,  and  lanch- 

ing  fpeares  ? 

Are  not  here  Pickardes  with  their  Crofbows  nnd  piercing  Darts  ? 

The  Henves  with  their  cutting  Glaves,  and  fharpe  Carbuckles  ? 

Are  not  here  the  Lance  Knights  of  Burgundic  ? 

And 
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And  on  the  other  fi^e,  a  fiteof  poore  Englifh  fcabs  ? 
Why  take  an  Englifh  man  out  or"  his  warme  bed, 
And  his  ltale  ilrinke  but  one  moneth, 
And  alalTe,  what  will  become  of  him  ? 
But  give  the  Frenchman  a  Reclaim  root, 

And  he  will  live  with  it  all  the  days  of  his  life.  [Exit. 

2  Sottldt'er. 
Oh  the  brave  apparrell  that  we  (hall  have  of  the  Englifh  mans. 

[Exit. 
Enters  the  King  0/*  England,  and  bis  Lords. 

He  my  5. 

Come  my  Lords  and  fellowes  of  Armes, 
What  company  is  there  of  the  French  men  ? 
Oxford. 

And  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
Our  Captaines  have  numbred  themf 
And  fo  neare  as  they  can  judge, 
They  are  about  threefcore  thoufand  horfemen, 
And  forty  thoufand  footmen. 

Henry  5. 

They  threefcore  thoufand, 
And  we  but  two  thoufand. 
They  threefcore  thoufand  footmen, 
And  we  twelve  thoufand. 
They  are  a  hundred  thoufand, 
And  we  forty  thoufand,  ten  to  one. 
My  Lords  and  loving  Countrey  men, 
Though  we  be  thw,  and  they  manr, 

Feare  not,  your  quarrell  is  good,  and  God  will  defend  you  : 
Flucke  up  your  hearts,  for  this  day  w  e  fhall  eyther  have 
A  valiant  victory,  or  an  honourable  death. 
Now  my  Lord=,  i  will  that  my  uncle  the  Duke  of  Torke7 
Have  the  avant^ard  in  the  bartell. 
The  Earle  of  Darfy,  the  Earle  of  Oxford, 
The  Earieof  Kent,  the  Earle  of  Nottingham* 
The  Earle  of  Huntington,  1  will  have  beiide  the  army, 
That  they  may  come  frefh  upon  them. 
And  I  my  felfe  wich  the  Duke  of  Bedford, 
The  Duke  of  Clarence,  and  the  Duke  of  Glojler, 
Will  be  in  the  midlt  of  the  battel!. 

Furthermore, 
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Furthermore,  I  will  that  my  Lord  of  JJVlozvbie, 

And  the  Earl  of  Northumberland, 

With  their  troupes  of  horfemen,  be  continually  running  like 

wings  on  both  fides  of  the  army  : 

My  Lord  of  Northumberland,  on  the  left  wing. 

Then  I  will  that  every  archer  provide  him  a  flake  of  a  tree,  anil 

fharpe  it  at  both  ends. 

And  at  the  firft  encounter  of  the  horfemen, 

To  pitch  their  flakes  downe  into  the  ground  before  them, 

That  they  may  gore  themfelves  upon  them, 

And  then  to  recoyle  backe,  and  moot  wholly  altogether. 

And  fo  difcomfite  them. 

Oxford. 

And  it  plcafe  your  Majetty, 
I  will  take  that  in  charge,  if  your  Grace  be  therwith  content. 
Henry  5. 

With  all  my  heart,  my  good  Lord  of  Oxford. 
And  go  and  provide  quickly. 

Oxford. 

I  thanke  your  HighneiTe.  [Exit, 

Henry   £. 

Well  my  Lords,  our  battels  are  ordayned, 
And  the  French  making  bonfires,  and  at  their  banquets, 
But  let  them  looke,  for  I  meane  to  fet  upon  them. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. 
Soft,  here  comes  fome  other  French  meffage. 

Enters  Herauld. 

Herald. 
King  of  England,  my  Lord  High  Conftable, 
And  other  of  my  Lords,  confidering  the  poor  eflate  of  thee 
And  thy  poore  Countrey  men, 

Sends  me  to  know  what  thou  wilt  give  for  thy  ranfome  ? 
Perhaps  thou  mayell  agree  better  cheape  now, 
Then  when  thou  art  conquered. . 

Henry   5. 
Why  then  belike  your  High  Con  liable, 
Sends  to  know  what  I  will  give  for  my  Ranfome? 
Now  truft  me  Herald,  not  fo  much  as  a  tun  of  Tenis-balls, 
No  not  fo  much  as  one  poore  Tennis-ball : 
Rather  (hall  my  body  lie  dead  in  the  Field  to  feed  crowes, 

Then 
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Then  ever  England  mall  pay  one  penny  ranfome 
For  my  bodie. 

Herald. 
A  Kingly  refolution. 

Henry  5. 
No  Herald,  tis  a  Kingly  refolution, 
And  the  refolution  of  a  King  : 

Here  take  this  for  thy  paines.  [Exit  Herald. 

But  ft  ay  my  Lords,  what  time  is  it  ? 

AIL 
Prime  my  Lord. 

Henry  £. 
Then  it  is  good  time  no  doubt, 
For  all  England prayeth  for  us: 

What  my  Lords,  me  thinks  you  looke  cheerfully  upon  me  ? 
Why  then  with  one  voyce,  and  like  true  Englifh  hearts, 
With  me  throw  up  your  caps,  and  for  England. 
Crie  S.  George,  and  God  and  S.  George  belpe  us. 

[Strike  Drummes.     Exeunt  omnes. 
<([  The  French-men  cry  within,  S.  Dennis,  S.  Dennis,    Mount, 
jfoy,  Saint  Dennis, 

fbe  Battel!. 

Enters  King  of  England,  and  his  Lords. 

Henry  $. 
Come  my  Lords,  come,  by  this  time  our 
Swords  are  almoit,  drunke  with  French  bloud, 
But  my  Lordes,  which  of  you  can  tell  me  how  many  of  our 
Armie  be  flaine  in  the  Battell  ? 
Oxford. 
And  it  p'eafe  your  Majeftie, 
There  are  of  the  French  Arrnie  flaine, 
Above  ten  thoufand,  twenrie  fixe  hundred 
Whereof  are  Princes  and  Nobles  bearing  Banners : 
Befides,  all  the  Nobilitie  of  France  are  taken  prifoners. 
Of  your  Majeftie  Armie,  areihine  none  but  the  good 
Duke  of  Yorkc,  and  not  above  live  or  foe  and  twentie 
Common  fouldiours. 

Henry   £. 
For  the  good  Duke  of  Yorke  my  Uncklc, 
I  am  heartily  forrie,  and  greatly  lament  his  misfortune, 

Yet 
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Yet  the  honourable  victorie  which  the  Lord  hath  given  us, 

Doth  make  me  much  rejoyce.     But  flay, 

Here  comes  another  French  meflage.  [Sound  Trumpet, 

Enters  a  Herauld,  and  hiceleth. 

Herald. 
God  fave  the  life  of  the  mod  mightie  Conqueror, 
The  honourable  King  of  England? 

Henry    c. 
Now  Herald,  me  thinks  the  world  is  changed 
With  you  now  :  what  ?  I  am  fure  it  is  a  great  difgrace  for  a 
Herald  to  kneele  to  the  King  of  England, 
What  is  thy  meflage  ? 

Herald. 
My  Lord  and  Maifter,  the  conquered  King  of  France 
Sends  thee  long  health,  with  heartie  greeting. 
Henry  5. 
Herald  his  greetings  are  welcome, 
Bat  I  thanke  God  for  my  health  : 
Well  Herald,  fay  on. 

Herald. 
He  hath  fent  me  to  defire  your  Majeftie, 
To  give  him  leave  to  goe  into  the  field  to  view  his  poore 
Countrey-men,  that  they  may  all  be  honourably  buried. 
Henry  5. 
Why  Herald,  doth  thy  Lord  and  Mafter 
Send  to  me  to  bury  the  dead, 
Let  him  bury  them  a  Gods  name. 

But  I  pray  thee  Herald,  where  is  my  Lord  High  Conflable, 
And  thofe  that  would  have  had  my  ranlbme  ? 
Herald, 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majeitie, 
He  was  ilaine  in  the  battell. 

Henry   c. 
Why  you  may  fee,  you  will  make  your  felves 
Sure  before  the  victory  be  wonne  :  but  Herald, 
What  Caflle  is  this,  io  Deere  adioyning  to  our  Campe  ? 
Herald, 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majeftie, 
Tis  calde  the  Caille  of  Agincourt, 

Btury 
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Henry  £, 
Well  then  my  Lords  of  England, 
For  the  more  honour  of  our  Englishmen, 
I  will  that  this  be  for  ever  caWe  the  battell  of  Aoincourtm 
Herald. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majeitv, 
I  have  a  further  meffage  to  deliver  to  your  Majelty. 
Henry   c. 
What  is  that,  Herald?    fay  on. 
Herald. 
And  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Lord  and  Matter, 
Craves  to  parley  with  your  Majelty. 
Henry  _£. 
With  a  good  will,  fo  fome  of  my  Nobles 
View  the  place  lor  feare  of  trechery  and  treafon. 
Herald. 
Ycur  Grace  needs  not  to  doubt  that.  [Exit  Herald- 

Henry  5. 
Well,  tell  him  then  I  will  come. 
Now  my  Lords,  I  will  goe  into  the  field  my  felfe, 
To  view  my  Countrey  men,  and  to  have  them  honourably 
buried,  for  the  French  King  mail  never  furpaiie  me  in  curtefie 
whiles  I  am  Harry  King  oi  England. 
Come  on  my  Lords.  [Exeunt  omr>. 

Enter  John  Cobler,  and  Robin  Fewterer. 
Robin, 
Now,  John  Cob/er, 
Didft  thou  fee  how  the  King  did  behave  himfelfe  ? 
John. 
But  Robin,  didft  thou  fee  what  a  policy 
The  King  had,  to  fee  how  the  French  men  were  kilde 
With  the  ilakes  of  the  trees. 

Robin. 
I  jtolm,  there  was  a  brave  policie. 

Enters  an  Englifh  Souldier  roming, 
Souldier. 
What  are  you  my  mafters  ? 

Both. 
Why  we  be  Engiifhmea. 

3  Soulditr, 
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Souldler. 
Are  you  Englifh  men,  then  change  your  language, 
For  all  the  Kings  tents  are  fet  a  fire, 
And  all  they  that  fpeake  Englifh  will  be  kilde. 
John. 
What  (hall  we  do  Rohin,  faith  ile  miff, 
For  I  can  fpeake  broken  French. 
Robin. 
Faith  fo  can  I,  lets  heare  how  thou  canft  fpeake  ? 

John. 
Commodcvalcs  Monjieur. 

Rohin. 
Thats  well,  come  lets  be  gone.     [Drum  and  Trumpets  found. 

Enter  Dericke  roming.     After  him  a  Frenchman,  and  tales  him 
prifoner. 

Dericke. 

O  good  Mounfer. 

French-ma;:. 
Come,  come,  you  vilkaco. 

Deride. 

0  I  will  fir,  I  will. 

Frenchman. 
Come  quickly  you  pefant. 

Dericke. 

1  will  fir,  what  (hall  I  give  you  ? 

Frenchman. 
Marry  thou  fhalt  give  me, 
One,  to,  tre,  foure  hundred  Crownes. 
Dericke. 
Nay  fir,  I  will  give  you  more, 
I  will" give  you  as  many  crownes  as  will  lye  on  your  fvvord, 
Frcncbtuati. 
Wilt  thou  give  me  as  many  crownes 
As  will  lye  on  my  fword  ? 

Dericke. 
I  marrie  will  I,  I  but  you  mull  lay  downe  your 
Sword,  or  elfe  they  will  not  lye  on  your  (word. 
[Here  the  Frenchman  layes  dovsuc  his  Sword9  andrthe  Clo'^ne  takes 
it  up,  and  hurles  him  djvjr.c. 

D* 
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Dericke. 
Thou  villaine,  darefl  thou  looke  up  ? 

Frenchman, 
O  good  Monfinir  cempartezr. 
Momjuur,  pat  don  me. 

Dericke. 
O  you  villaine,  now  you  lye  at  my  merry, 
Docft  thou  remember  lince  thou  lambit  me  in  thy  fliort  el  ? 

0  villaine,  now  1  will  itrike  off  thy  head. 

[Here  while  be  iurnes  bis  lacke,  the  Frenchman  runnes  bis  wqyes, 
Dericke. 
What  is  he  gone,  matte  I  am  glad  of  it, 
For  if  he  had  Said,  I  was  afraid  he  would  have  flurd  acraine 
And  then  I  mould  have  beene  fpilt,  ° 

But  I  will  away,   to  kill  more  Frenchmen. 

Enters  King  of  France,  King  of  England,  and  attendants. 
Henry   c. 

Now  my  good  brother  of  France, 
My  coming  into  this  land  was  not  to  fhed  bloud, 
But  for  the  right  of  my  Countrey,  which  if  you  can  den/, 

1  am  content  peaceably  to  leave  my  liege, 
And  to  depart  out  of  your  land. 

Charles. 
What  is  your  demaund, 
My  loving  brother  of  England? 
He  my    ct. 
My  Secretary  hath  it  written,  read  it. 

Secretary, 
Item,  that  immediately  Henry  of  England 
Be  crowned  King  of  France. 

Charles. 
A  very  hard  fentence, 
My  good  brother  of  England. 

Henry  5. 
No  more  but  right,  my  good  brother  of  France. 

French  King. 
Well,  read  on. 

Secretary. 
Item,  that  after  the  death  of  the  faid  Henry, 
The  Crowne  remaine  to  him  and  his  heyres  for  ever. 

7  French 
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French  King, 
Why  then  you  doe  not  onely  meane  to  difpoffeflTe  me,  but 
alfo  my  fonne. 

Henty  £. 
Why  my  rood  brother  ol"  France, 
You  have  had  it  long  inough  : 
And  as  for  Pi  nice   Dolphin, 
It  fkils  not  thoii^l.  ne  lit  belide  the  faddle  : 
Thus  I  have  let  it  downe,  and  thus  it  (hail  be* 
French  King. 
You  are  very  peremptory, 
My  good  biothei  of  England. 

Henry  $. 
And  vou  as  perverfe,  my  s^ood  brother  of  France, 

Charles. 
Why  then  belike  all  that  I  have  here  is  yours. 

Henry  £. 
I  even  as  farre  as  the  kingdom  of  France  reaches. 

Charles. 
I  for  by  this  hote  beginning, 
We  mail  fcarce  bring  it  to  a  calme  ending. 
Henry  g. 
It  is  as  you  pleafe,  here  is  my  refolution. 

Charles, 
Well  my  brother  of  England, 
If  you  will  give  me  a  coppy, 
We  will  meet  you  againe  to  morrow. 

[Exit  King  oj  France,  and  all  their  attendants* 
Hen,      q. 
With  a  good  will  my  good  brother  of  France, 
Secretary  deliver  him  a  Copie, 
My  Lords  of  England  goe  before, 

And  I  will  follow  you.  {Exeunt  Lords. 

Henry  ;,  [Spain  to  bimjilft. 

Ah  Harrv,  thrice  unhappy  Harry, 
Haft  thou  "now  conquerd  the  French  King, 
And  begins  a  fireih  ilipply  with  his  daughter, 
But  with  what  face  cauft  thou  feeke  to  game  her  love, 
Which  halt  fought  to  win  her  fetheri  Crovwit  ? 
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Her  fathers  Crowne  faid  I,  no  it  is  mine  owne : 
I  but  I  love  her,  and  muft  crave  her, 
Nay  I  love  her,  and  will  have  her. 

Enters  Lady  Katheren  and  her  Ladies, 
But  here  fhee  comes  : 

How  now  fayre  Lady  Katheren  of  France, 
\\  hat  nevves  ? 

Katheren. 
And  it  plcafe  your  Majeily, 
My  father  Tent  me  to  know  if  you  will  debate  any  of  thefe 
Umealbnable  demand-,  which  you  require. 
Henry  5. 
Now  truft  me  Kate, 
I  commend  thy  fathers  wit  greatly  in  this, 
For  none  in  the  world  could  fooner  have  made  me  debate  it 
If  it  were  poflible  :  * 

But  tell  me  i»  eet  Kate,  canfl  thou  tell  how  to  love. 

Kate. 
I  cannot  hate  my  good  Lord, 
Therefore  farre  unfit  were  it  for  me  to  love. 
Henry   5. 
Turn  Kate,  but  tel!  me  in  plaine  termes, 
Canil  rhou  love  the  King  of  England? 
I  cannot  doe  as  thefe  Countries  doe, 
That  fpend  halfe  their  time  in  wooing  : 
Tiifh  wench,  I  am  none  fuch. 
But  wilt  thou  go  over  to   England? 
Kate, 
I  would  to  God,  that  I  had  your  Majefty, 
As  tall  in  love,  as  you  have  my  father  in  warres, 
I  would  not  vouehfafe  10  much  as  one  looke, 
Untiil  you  had  related  all  thefe  unreafonable  demaunds. 
Henry  §. 
Turn  Kate,  I  know  thou  wouldil  not  ufe  mee  fo  hardly : 
but  tell  me,  cantt  thou  love  the  King  of  England? 
Kate. 
How  mould  I  love  him,  that  hath  dealt  fo  hardly  with  my 


Aa 


Henr% 


3<      THE   FAMOUS   VICTORIES. 

Henry  5. 
But  ile  deale  as  eafily  with  thee, 
As  thy  heart  can  imagine,  or  tongue  require, 
How  fayit  thou,  what  will  it  be  ? 
Kate. 
If  I  were  of  my  owne  direction,. 
I  could  give  you  anfwere  : 
But  feeing  I  Hand  at  my  fathers  direction, 
I  muit  firff.  know  his  will. 

Henry   £. 
But  {hall  I  have  thy  good  will  in  the  mean  feafon  ? 

Kate- 
Whereas  I  can  put  your  Grace  in  no  alTurance, 
I  would  be  loath  to  put  your  Grace  in  any  defpayre. 
Henry  5. 
Now  before  God,  it  is  a  fvveet  wench. 

[She  goes  afide,  and  fp cakes  as  folloivetb* 
Kate. 
I  may  thinke  my  felfe  the  happielt  in  the  world, 
That  is  beloved  of  the  mightie  king  of  England. 
Henry  g. 
Well  Kate,  are  you  at  hoatt  with  me? 
Sweete  Kate,  tell  thy  father  from  me, 

That  none  in  the  world  could  fooner  have  perfvvaded  mee  to 
it. then  thou,  and  fo  tell  thy  father  from  mc 
Kate. 
God  keepe  your  Majefry  in  good  health.  \JLxit  Kate, 

Henry  c. 
Farewell  fweet  Kate,  in  faith  it  is  a  fweet  wench, 
But  if  I  knew  I  could  not  have  her  fathers  good  will, 
I  would  fo  rowfe  the  Towers  over  his  eares, 
That  I  would  make  him  be  glad  to  bring  her  me, 
Upon  his  hands  and  knees.  [Exit  King* 

Enters  Dericke  with  bis  girdle  full  o/Jboocs. 

Diricie, 

How  now  ?  Sownes  it  did  me  good  to  fee  how  I  did  triumph 
over  the  French  men. 

Enter  1 


OF    HENRY    THE    FIFTH.  371 

inters  John  Cobler  roving,  with  a  pade  full  of  apparrelh 

John. 
Whoope  Deride,  how  doeft  thou  ? 

Dericke. 
What  John  Comedevales,  alive  yet  ? 

John. 
I  promlfe  thee  Deride,  I  fcapt  hardly, 
tor  I  was  within  halfe  a  mile  when  one  was  kilde, 
Deride. 
Were  you  fo  ? 

John.    i 
I  trufl  me,  I  had  like  beene  flaine, 

Deride. 
But  once  kilde,  why  it  tis  nothing, 
I  was  foure  or  five  times  flaine. 
John. 
Foure  or  five  times  flaine. 
Why  how  couldft  thou  have  beene  alive  now  ? 
Deride. 
O  John,  never  fay  fo, 
For  I  was  calde  the  bloudy  fouldier  amongfl  them  all. 
John. 
Why  what  didfr.  thou  ? 

Deride, 
Why,  I  will  tell  thee  John, 
Every  day  when  I  went  into  the  field, 
I  would  take  a  ft  raw,  and  thruft  it  into  my  nofe, 
And  make  my  nofe  bleed,  and  then  I  would  go  into  the  field 
And  when  the  Captaine  faw  me,  he  would  fay, 
Peace  a  bloudy  fouldier,  and  bid  me  fland  ande, 
Whereof  I  was  glad  : 
But  marke  the  chance  John. 

I  went  and  irood  behind  a  tree,  but  marke  then  Johnt 
I  thought  I  had  beene  fafe,  but  on  a  fodaine, 
There  iteps  to  me  a  luny  tall  French-man, 
Now  he  drew,  and  I  drew, 
Now  I  lay  here,  and  he  lay  there. 
Now  I  fet  this  leg  before,  and  turned  this  backeward, 
And  fkipped  quite  over  a  hedge, 
And  he  faw  me  no  more  there  that  day. 
And  was  not  this  well  done  John? 

A  a  2  John% 
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John. 
Maffe  Dericfo,  thou  haft  a  witty  head. 

Dericke. 
I  John,  thou  maift  fee,  ir  thou  hadir  taken  my  counfel. 
But  what  hall  thou  there  ? 

I  thihke  thou  hail  bene  robbing  the  French-men. 
John. 
I  faith  Deride,  I  have  gotten  fome  reparrell, 
To  cany  home  tolny   Wire. 

Dericke. 
And  I  have  get  fome  fnooes, 
For  l!e  tell  thee  what  I  did,  when  they  were  dead, 
I  would  go  take  off  all  theyr  fhooes. 
John. 
I,  but  Dericke,  how  (hall  wee  get  home  ? 

Deride. 
Nay,  fownds  and  they  take  thee, 
They  will  hang  thee, 

O  John,  never  doe  ib,  if  it  be  thy  Fortune  to  be  hangd, 
Be  hangd  in  thy  cwne  language  whatibever  thou  doelt. 
John. 
Why  Deride  the  warres  is  done, 
may  gee  home  now. 

Dericke. 
I,  but  you  may  not  go  before  you  afke  the  king  leave  ; 
But  I  know  a  way  to  go  home,  and  afke  the  king  no  leave. 
John. 
How  is  that  Dericke  ? 

Dericke. 
Why  John,  thou  knoweit  the  Duke  of  Torkes 
Funerall  mult  be  carryed  into  England,  doelt  thou  not  ? 
John. 
I,  that  I  doe. 

Dericke. 
Why  then  thou  knowefl  weele  go  with  it. 

Johr. 
1  but  Dericke,  how  (hall  wee  doe  ror  to  meet  them  ? 

Defi 
Sewn  Is  ir  I  make  not  (hi ft  to  meet  them,  hang  me. 
Syr; a,  thou  knowefl  that  in  every  Towne  there  will 

Be 


OF    HENRY    THE    FIFTH.  37$ 

Be  ringing,  and  there  will  be  cakes  and  drinke: 

Now  I  will  goe  to  the  Clarke  and  Sexton, 

And  keepe  a  talking,  and  lay,  O  this  fellow  rings  well  : 

And  thou  (halt  goe  and  take  a  piece  of"  cake,  then  ile  ring, 

And  thou  fhalt  lay,  Oh  this  Fellow  keepes  a  good  ftint, 

And  then  I  wil  goe  drinke  to  thee  all  the  way  : 

But  I  marvell  what  my  dame  wil  fay  when  we  come  home, 

Becaufe  we  have  not  a  French  word  to  cad  at  a  Dog 

By  the  way  ? 

John. 

Why  what  mail  we  doe,  Dericke  ? 
Dericke. 

Why  John,  ile  goe  before,  and  call  my  dame  whore, 
And  thou  (Irak  come  after,  and  fet  fire  on  the  hou.e. 
We  mny  doe  it  John,  for  ile  prove  it, 

Becaufe  we  be  fouldiers.  [The  T r unite ts  found* 

John. 

Dericke  helpe  me  to  carry  my  mooes  and  bootes. 

Enters  King  0/ England,  Lrd  of  Oxford,  and  Exceter,  then  the 

King  <jf  France,  Prince  Dolphin,  and  the  Duke  g^Burgondy, 

and  attendants. 

Henry  £. 

Now  my  good  brother  of  France, 
I  hope  by  this  time  you  have  deliberated  of  your  anfwere. 
French  King. 

I  my  wel  beloved  brother  of  England, 
We  have  viewed  it  over  with  our  learned  Councell, 
But  cannot  finde  that  you  mould  be  crowned 
King  of  France. 

Henry   5. 

What  not  King  of  France,  then  nothing, 
I  mult  be  king  :   but  my  loving  brother  of  France, 
I  can  hardly  forget  the  late  injuries  offered  me, 
When  I  came  lall  to  parley, 
The  French  men  had  better  a  raked 
The  bowels  out  or  their  fathers  carkaffes, 
Then  to  have  fiered  my  Tentes. 
And  it  I  knew  thy  fonne  Prince  Dolphin  for  one, 
I  would  fo  rowfe  him,  as  he  was  never  fo  rowftd. 

A  a  3  French 
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French  King. 
I  dare  fweare  for  my  Tonnes  Innoccncy  in  this  matter* 
But  if  this  pleafe  you,  that  immediately  you  be 
Proclaimed  and  crowned  Heyre  and  Regent  of  France, 
Not  king,  btcauic  I  my  felte  was  once  crowned  king, 
Henry  5. 
Heyre  and  Regent  of  France,  that  is  well, 
But  that  is  not  ail  that  I  mult  have. 
French  King. 
The  reft  my  Secretary  hath  in  writing. 

Secretary. 
Item,  that  Henry  king  or  England, 
Be  crowned  Heyre  and  Regent  of  France, 
During  the  lire  of  king  Charles,  and  after  his  death, 
The  Crowne  with  all  rights,  to  remaine  to  King  Henry 
Of  England,  and  to  his  heyres  for  ever. 
Henry   ^. 
Well,  my  good  brother  of  France, 
There  is  one  thing  I  mull:  needs  defue. 
French  King. 
What  is  that,  my  good  brother  of  England? 

Henry  5.  J 

That  all  your  Nobles  muft  be  fworne  to  be  true  to  me. 

French  King. 
Whereas  they  have  not  ftucke  with  greater  matters,  I  know 
they  will  not  ilicke  with  fuch  a  trifle, 
Beginne  you  my  Lord  Duke  of  Burgondie,     < 
Henry  5. 
Come,  my  Lord  oi  Burgondie, 
Take  your  oath  upon  my  fword. 

Burgondie, 
I  Philip  Duke  of  Burgondie, 
Sweare  to  Henry  King  ot  England, 
To  be  true  to  him,  and  to  become  his  league-man. 
And  that  if  I  Philip  heare  of  any  forraigne  power, 
Comming  to  invade  the  fayde  Henry,  or  his  heyres, 
Then  I  the  fayde  Philip  to  fend  him  word, 
And  ayde  him  with  all  the  power  I  can  make, 
And  thereunto  I  take  my  oath.  [He  kijfeth  tbeJhuorJ. 

2  Heny 
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Henry  $, 
Come,  Prince  Dolphin,  you  muft  fweare  too. 

[He  kifeth  the  fivord. 
Henry  5. 
Well,  my  brother  of  France, 
There  is  one  thing  more  I  mull  needs  require  of  you. 
French  King, 
Wherein  is  it  that  we  may  fatisfie  your  Majeltie  ? 

Henry  5. 
A  trifle  my  good  brother  of  France. 
I  meane  to  make  your  daughter  Queene  of  England, 
If  (lie  be  willing,  and  you  therewith  content : 
How  fayft  thou  Kate,  canft  thou  love  the  King  of  England  ? 
Kate. 
How  mould  I  love  thee,  which  is  my  fathers  enemie  ? 

Henry  5. 
Tut  ftand  not  upon  thefe  points, 
Tis  you  mull:  make  us  friends : 

I  know  Kate,  thou  art  not  a  little  proud,  that  I  love  thee, 
What  wench,  the  king  of  England. 

French  King. 
Daughter  let  nothing  ftand  betwixt  the  king  of  England 
and  thee,  agree  to  it. 

Kate. 
I  had  belt  whilft  he  is  willing, 
Left  when  I  would,  he  wiil  not, 
I  reft  at  your  Majefties  commaund. 
He?iry  5. 
Welcome  fweet  Kate,  but  my  brother  of  France 
What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

French  King. 
With  all  my  heart  I  like  it, 
But  when  (hall  be  your  wedding  day  ? 
Henry  5. 
The  firft  Sunday  of  the  next  moneth, 
God  willing.  [Sound  Trumpets. 

[Exeunt  o?nnes, 

FINIS. 
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ACTUS      I. 

Enter  king  Leir  and  nobles, 

TH  US  to  our  griefe  the  obfequies  performd 
Of  our  (too  late)  deceafr  and  deareit  queen, 
Whofe  foule  I  hope,  pofleft  of  heavenly  joyes, 
Doth  ride  in  triumph  'mongft  the  cherubins  ; 
Let  us  requeit  your  grave  advice,  my  lords, 
For  the  difpoiing  or  our  princely  daughters, 
For  whom  our  care  is  fpecially  imployd, 
As  nature  bindeth  to  advance  their  Hates, 
In  royal  marriage  with  (bine  princely  mates  : 
For  wanting  now  their  mothers  good  advice, 
Under  whofe  government  they  have  received 
A  pertit  patteme  of  a  vertuous  life  : 
Left  as  it  were  a  (hip  without  a  flerne, 
Or  filly  fheepe  without  a  paflors  care  ; 
Although  our  felves  doe  dearely  tender  them, 

B  b  2  Ytt 
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Yet  are  we  ignorant  of  their  affayres : 
For  fathers  belt  do  know  to  governe  fonnes  ; 
But  daughters  fteps  the  mothers  counfel  turnes* 
A  fonne  we  want  tor  to  fucceed  our  crowne, 
And  courfe  of  time  hath  cancelled  the  dare 
Of  further  iflue  from  our  withered  loines  : 
One  foote  already  hangeth  in  the  grave, 
And  age  hath  made  deepe  furrowes  in  my  face  : 
The  world  of  me,  I  of  the  world  am  weary, 
And  I  would  faine  refigne  thefe  earthly  cares, 
And  thinke  upon  the  welfare  of  my  foule : 
Which  by  no  better  meanes  may  be  effected, 
Then  by  refigning  up  the  crowne  from  me. 
In  equal  dowry  to  my  daughters  three. 
Skaltiger. 
A  worthy  care,  my  liege,  which  well  declares, 
The  zeale  you  bare  unto  our  quondam  queene  : 
And  fince  your  grace  hath  licens'd  me  to  fpeake, 
1  cenfure  thus ;  your  majelty  knowing  well. 
What  feveral  filters  your  princely  daughters  have, 
To  make  them  eche  a  jointer  more  or  lefie, 
As  is  their  worth,  to  them  that  love  profefie. 
Ulr. 
"  No  more,  nor  leiTe,  but  even  all  alike, 
My  zeale  is  hxt,  all  taftiiond  in  one  mould : 
Wherefore  unpartial  fhall  my  cenfure  be, 
Both  old  and  young  fhali  have  alike  for  me. 
Nob'Usk 
My  gracious  lord,  I  hartily  do  vulh, 
That  God  hah  lent  you  an  heire  indubitate, 
Which  might  have  fet  upon  your  royal  throne, 
When  fates  mould  loofe  the  prifon  of  your  life, 
Bv  whofe  fuccefSon  all  this  doubt  might  ceafe ; 
Aud  as  by  you,  by  him  we  might  have  peace. 
But  after-wilh.es  ever  come  too  late, 
And  nothing  can  revoke  the  courfe  of  fate  : 

;e:ore,  my  liege,  my  cenfure  deemes  it  bcO, 
To  match  them  with  fome  of  your  neighbour  kings, 
Bordring  within  the  bounds  of  Albion, 

By 


AND  HIS  THREE  DAUGHTERS.      381 

By  whofe  united  friendftiip,  this  our  ft  ate 
May  be  protected  'gainft  all  foiraine  hate. 
Leir, 

Herein,  my  lords,  your  wifhes  fort  with  mine, 
And  mine  (I  hope)  do  fort  with  heavenly  powers ; 
For  at  this  intlant  two  neere  neighbouring  kings, 
Of  Cornwall  and  of  Cambria,  motion  love 
To  my   two  daughters,  Gonorill  and  Ragan. 
My  youngeft  daughter,  faire  Cordelia,  vowes 
No  liking  to  a  monarch,  unlefie  love  allowes. 
She  is  follicited  by  (livers  peeres  ; 
But  none  of  them  her  partial  fancy  heares. 
Yet,  if  my  policy  may  her  beguile, 
lie  match  her  to  fome  king  within  this  ile, 
And  lb  eftablilh  fuch  a  perfit  peace, 
As  fortunes  force  (hall  ne're  prevaile  to  ceafe. 
Ferillus. 

Of  us  and  ours,  your  gracious  care,  my  lord, 
Deferves  an  everlaitius;  memory, 
To  be  inrol'd  in  chronicles  of  tame, 
By  never-dying  perpetuity  : 
Yet  to  become  fo  provident  a  prince, 
Lofe  not  the  title  of  a  loving  father  : 
Do  not  force  love,  where  fancy  cannot  dwell, 
Left  ftreames  being  ftopt,  ahove  the  banks  do  fweli, 
Leir. 

I  am  refolv'd,  and  even  now  my  mind 
Doth  meditate  a  ludden  ftratagem, 
To  try  which  of  my  daughters  loves  me  beft  : 
Which  till  I  know,  I  cannot  be  in  reft. 
This  graunred,  when  they  jointly  lhall  contend; 
Eche  to  exceed  the  other  in  their  love  ; 
Then  at  the  vantage  will  I  take  Cordelia, 
Even  as  (he  doth  proteft  (he  loves  me  beir, 
lie  fay,  then,  daughter,  graunt  me  one  requeft, 
To  mew  thou  loveit  me  as  thy  lifters  doe, 
Accept  a  hulband,  whom  my  felt  will  woo. 
This  laid,  lhe  cannot  well  deny  my  lute, 
Although  (poure  foule)  her  fences  will  be"  mute  ; 

Bb3  Then 
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Then  will  I  triumph  in  my  policy, 
And  match  her  with  a  king  of  Brittany. 
Skalliger. 
He  to  them  before,  and  bewray  your  fecrecy. 

Perilfus. 
Thus  fathers  think  their  children  to  beguile, 
And  oftentimes  themfelves  do  firrt  repent, 
When  heavenly  powers  do  fruftrate  their  intent.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gonorill  and  Ragan. 

GonoriU. 

I  marvel,  Ragau,  how  you  can  induie 
To  fee  that  proud  pert  peat,  our  youngeft  fifler, 
So  (lightly  to  account  of  us,  her  ciders, 
As  if  we  were  no  better  then  her  felt ! 
We  cannot  have  a  quaint  device  fo  foone, 
Or  new  made  fafhion,  of  our  choice  invention  i 
But  if  (he  like  it,  me  will  have  the  fame, 
Or  ftudy  newer  to  exceed  us  both. 
Befides,  fhe  is  fo  nice  and  fo  demure; 
So  fober,  courteous,  model!,  and  prccife, 
That  all  the  court  hath  work  ynough  to  do, 
To  talke  how  fhe  exceedeth  me  and  you. 
Ragan, 

What  mould  I  do  ?  would  it  were  in  my  power, 
To  find  a  cure  for  this  contagious  ill : 
Some  defperate  medicine  muft  be  foone  applied, 
To  dimme  the  glory  of  her  mounting  fame  ; 
Els  ere't  be  long,  fheele  have  both  prick  and  praife, 
And  we  mult  be  fet  by  for  working  dayes. 
Doe  you  not  fee  what  feveral  choice  or.  futers 
She  daily  hath,  and  of  the  beft  degree  ? 
Sav,  amonglt  all,  fhe  hap  to  fancy  one, 
And  have  a  hufoand  when  as  we  have  none : 
Why  then,  by  right,  to  her  we  muft  give  place, 
Though  it  be  ne'ie  fo  much  to  cur  dilgrace. 
(Jonorill. 

By  my  virginity,  rather  then  fhe  (hall  Lave 
A  hufband  before  me, 
He  marry  one  or  other  in  his  fhirt : 

'  And 


AND  HIS  THREE  DAUGHTERS.     383 

And  yet  I  have  made  halfe  a  graunt  already 
Of  my  good  will  unto  the  king  of  Cornwall. 
Ragan. 
Sweare  not  fo  deeply  (filler)  here  commeth  my  L.  Skalliger. 
Something  his  haily  comming  doth  import. 

Enter  Skalliger. 
Skalliger. 

Sweet  princeffes,  I  am  glad  I  met  you  heere  fo  luckily, 
Having  good  newes  which  doth  concerne  you  both, 
And  craveth  fpeedy  expedition. 
Ragan. 

For  Gods  fake  tell  us  what  it  is,  my  lord, 
I  am  with  child  untill  you  utter  it. 
Skalliger. 

Madam,  to  fave  your  longing,  this  it  is : 
Your  father  in  great  fecrecy  to  day 
Told  me,  he  meanes  to  marry  you  out  of  hand 
Unto  the  noble  prince  of  Cambria  ; 
You,  madam,  to  the  king  of  Cormvalh  grace  : 
Your  yonger  fitter  he  would  fame  bellow 
Upon  the  rich  king  of  Hibernia ; 
But  that  he  doubts,  me  hardly  will  confent ; 
For  hitherto  fhe  ne're  could  fancy  him. 
If  (he  do  yeeld,  why  then,  betweene  you  three, 
He  will  devide  his  kingdome  for  your  dowries. 
But  yet  there  is  a  further  myfler) , 
Which,  fo  you  will  conceale,  I  will  difclofe. 
GonoriU. 

What  e'er  thou  fpeakft  to  us,  kind  Skalliger, 
Thinke  that  thou  fpeakil  it  only  to  thy  felfe. 
Skalliger. 

He  earneflly  defireth  for  to  know, 
Whjch  of  you  three  do  beare  mod  love  to  him, 
And  on  your  loves  he  fo  extremely  dotes, 
As  never  any  did,  I  thinke,  before. 
He  prefently  doth  meane  to  fend  for  you, 
To  be  refolv'd  of  this  tormenting  doubt : 
And  looke,  whofe  anlwere  pleafeth  him  the  befl, 
They  ihall  have  moft  unto  their  marriages. 

JB  b  4  Ragan. 
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Ragan. 
O  that  I  had  ibme  pleafing  mermaids  voice, 
For  to  inchaunt  his  fencelelle  fences  with  ! 
Skalliger. 
For  he  fuppofeth  that  Cordelia  will 
(Striving  to  go  beyond  you  in  her  love) 
Promite  to  do  what  ever  he  defires  : 
Then  will  he  ftraight  enjoine  her  for  his  fake, 
The  Hibernian  king  in  marriage  for  to  take. 
This  is  the  fumme  of  all  I  have  to  fay ; 
Which  being  done,  I  humbly  take  my  leave, 
Not  doubting  but  your  wifdomes  will  forefee 
What  courfe  will  bell  unto  your  good  agree, 
Gonorill. 
Thanks,  gentle  S.laUiger,  thy  kindnes  undeferved, 
Shall  not  be  unrequited,  if  we  live,  [Exit  Skalliger. 

Ragan, 
Now  have  we  fit  occafion  offred  us, 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her  unperceiv'd. 
Gonorill. 
Nay,  our  revenge  we  will  inflict  on  her 
Shall  be  accounted  piety  in  us : 
I  will  fo  flatter  with  my  doting  father, 
As  he  was  ne*re  fo  flattred  in  his  life. 
Nay,  I  will  fay,  that  if  it  be  his  pleafure, 
To  match  me  to  a  begger,  I  will  yeeld  : 
For  why,  I  know  what  ever  I  do  fay, 
He  meanes  to  match  me  with  the  Cornwall  king. 
Ragan. 
He  fay  the  like :  for  I  am  well  allured, 
What  e're  I  fay  to  pleafe  the  old  mans  mind, 
Who  dotes,  as  if  he  were  a  child  againe, 
I  (hall  injoy  the  noble  Cambrian  prince : 
Only,  to  feed  his  humour,  will  fuffice, 
To  fay,  I  am  content  with  any  one 
Whom  heele  appoint  me  ;  this  n  ill  pleafe  him  more 
Then  e're  Appolloei  mufike  plea  fed  Jove. 
Gonorill. 
I  fmile  to  think,  in  what  a  wofull  plight 
Cordelia  will  be,  when  we  anfwere  thus : 

or 
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For  (he  will  rather  dye,  then  give  confent 
To  joine  in  marriage  with  the  IriJJj  king  : 
So  will  our  father  think,  fae  loveth  him  not, 
Becaufe  fhe  will  not  graunt  to  his  defire, 
Which  we  will  aggravate  in  fuch  bitter  termes, 
That  he  will  foone  convert  his  love  to  hate : 
For  he,  you  know,  is  ahvayes  in  extremes. 
Raga?u 
Not  all  the  world  could  lay  a  better  plot, 
I  long  till  it  be  put  in  pra&ice.  [Exeuxt*. 

Enter  Leir  and  Perillus. 

Leir. 

Per'rfluS)  go  feeke  my  daughters, 
Will  them  immediately  come  and  fpeak  with  me. 
Perillus. 

I  will,  my  gracious  lord.  [£'*<>• 

Leir, 

Oh,  what  a  combat  feeles  my  panting  heart, 
Twixt  childrens  love,  and  care  of  common  weale! 
How  deare  my  daughters  are  unto  my  foul, 
None  knowes,  but  he,  that  knowes  my  thoghts  and  fecret deeds. 
Ah,  little  do  they  know  the  deare  regard, 
Wherein  I  hold  their  future  itate  to  come: 
When  they  fecurely  fleepe  on  beds  of  downe, 
Thefe  aged  eyes  do  watch  for  their  behalfe ; 
While  they  like  wantons  fport  in  youthful  toyes, 
This  throbbing  heart  is  pearit  with  dire  annoyes. 
At  doth  the  fun  exceed  the  fmallett  ftarre, 
So  much  the  fathers  love  exceeds  the  childs. 
Yet  my  complaynts  are  cauHefle  :  for  the  world 
Affords  not  children  more  conformable: 
And  yet,  me  thinks,  my  mind  prefageth  frill 
I  know  not  what;  and  yet  I  feare  fome  lii. 

Enter  Perillus,  with  the  three  daughters. 

Well,  here  my  daughters  come:  I  hr>ve  found  out 
.A  prefent  mcanes  10  rid  me  of  this  doubt. 

Goacrilk 
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Gonorill. 

Our  roya!  lord  and  father,  in  all  duty, 
We  come  to  know  the  tenour  of  your  will, 
Why  you  fo  haftily  have  fent  for  us. 
Leir. 

Deare  Gonorill,  kind  Ragan,  fweet  Cordelia, 
Ye  florifhing  branches  of  a  kingly  itocke, 
Sprung  from  a  tree  that  once  did  flourifh  greene, 
Whofe  bloflbmes  now  are  nipt  with  winters  froit, 
And  pale  grym  death  doth  wayt  upon  my  ileps, 
And  iummons  me  unto  his  next  ailizes. 
Therefore,  deare  daughters,  as  ye  tender  the  fafety 
Of  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  your  firlt.  being, 
Be     ve  a  doubt:  w  hLh  much  molefts  my  mind, 
Which  of  i       rbr        i  me  would  prove  molt  kind ; 
Which  1'  fts  and  which  at  my  requeft 

Will  foonefl  i to  their  fathers  heit. 

Gonorill 

I  hope,  my  g  :  -   n    rather  makes  no  doubt 
Of  any  of  his  dau;        s  love  to  him  : 
Yet  for  my  part,  to  ftiew  my  zeal  to  you, 
Which  cannot  be  in  wind]       >rds  rehearit, 
I  prize  my  love  to  you  at  fuch  a  rate, 
1  thinke  .    '  life  inferiour  to  my  iove. 
Should  you  in]  ine  m    fc  r  to  tie  a  milftone 
About  my  necV,  and  lei      Into  the  fea, 
At  your  commaund  I  willingly  would  doe  it : 
Yea,  for  to  doe  you  good,  I  would  afcend 
The  higheit  turret  in  all  Brittany, 
And  from  the  top  leape  head!   ng  to  the  ground: 
Kay,  more,  fti<"  id  y  u  appoint  me  lor  to  marry 
The  meaneft  vaflaile  in  the  ipacious  world, 
Without  reply  I  would  accomplifh  it : 
In  briefe,  commaund  whatever  you  defire, 
And  if  I  faile,  no  favour  1  require. 
Leir. 

O,  how  thy  words  revive  my  dying  foule! 
Cordelia, 

O,  how  I  doc  abhorre  this  flattery ! 

2  LciU 
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heir. 
But  what  fayth  Ragan  to  her  father's  will  ? 

Ragan. 
O,  that  my  fimple  utterance  could  fuffice, 
To  tell  the  true  intention  of  my  heart, 
Which  burnes  in  zeale  of  duty  to  your  grace, 
And  never  can  be  quenchM,  but  by  defire 
To  (hew  the  fame  in  outward  forwardnefle. 
Oh,  that  there  were  fome  other  maid  that  durft 
But  make  a  challenge  of  her  love  with  me ; 
Ide  make  her  lbone  confefle  ihe  never  loved 
Her  father  halfe  lb  well  as  I  doe  you. 
I  then  my  deeds  mould  prove  in  plainer  cafe, 
How  much  my  zeale  aboundeth  to  your  grace: 
But  for  them  all,  let  this  one  meane  fuffice. 
To  ratify  my  love  before  your  eyes : 
I  have  right  noble  futers  to  my  love, 
No  worfe  then  kings,  and  happely  I  love  one: 
Yes,  would  you  have  me  make  my  choice  aueir, 
Ide  bridle  fancy,  and  be  rulde  by  you. 
heir. 
Did  never  Philomel  fing  fo  fweet  a  note. 

Cordelia. 
Did  never  flatterer  tell  fo  falfe  a  tale. 

Leir. 
Speak  now,  Cordelia,  make  my  joyes  at  full, 
And  drop  downe  nectar  from  thy  bony  lips- 
t  Cordelia. 

I  cannot  paint  my  duty  forth  in  words, 
I  hope  my  deeds  fhall  make  report  for  me s 
But  looke  what  love  the  child  doth  owe  the  father, 
The  fame  to  you  I  beare,  my  gracious  lord. 
GonoriU. 
Here  is  an  anfwere  anfwerlelTe  indeed : 
Were  you  my  daughter,  I  mould  icarcely  brooke  it. 
Ragan. 
Doll  thou  not  blum,  proud  peacock  as  thou  art, 
To  make  our  father  fuch  a  flight  reply  ? 

Lett. 
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Leir.     . 

Why  how  now;  minion,  are  you  growne  fo  proud  ! 
Doth  ourdeare  love  make  you  thus  peremptory? 
What,  is  your  love  become  io  fmall  to  us, 
As  that  you  fcorne  to  tell  us  what  it  is  ? 
Do  you  love  us,  as  every  child  doth  love 
Their  father?  True  indeed,  as  ibme, 
Who  by  dilbbedience  fhort  their  fathers  dayes, 
And  lb  would  you  ,*  fome  are  fo  fathei  -lick, 
That  they  make  meanes  to  rid  them  from  the  world  ; 
And  fo  would  you  :  fome  are  indifferent, 
Whether  their  aged  patents  live  or  die  ; 
And  lb  are  you.     But,  did  it  thou  know,  proud  girle, 
What  care  I  had  to  fuller  thee  to  this, 
Ah,  then  thou  wouldft  fay  as  thy  filters  do  : 
Our  life  is  leffe,  then  love  we  owe  to  you. 
Cordelia. 

Deare  father,  do  not  fo  miftake  my  words, 
Nor  my  plaine  meaning  be  mifcon (trued ; 
My  toung  was  never  uide  to  flattery, 
G  07i  or  ill. 

You  were  not  belt  fay  I  flatter  :  if  you  do, 
My  deeds  (hall  (hew,  I  flatter  not  with  you. 
I  love  my  tether  better  then  thou  canll, 
Cordelia. 

The  praife  were  great,  fpoke  from  another's  mouth  ; 
But  it  mould  feeme  your  neighbours  dwell  far  off. 
Ragatu 

Nay,  here  is  one,  that  will  confirme  as  much 
As  me  hath  faid,  both  for  myfeife  and  her. 
I  fay,  thou  doit  not  wilh  my  father's  good, 
Cordelia. 

Deare  father 

Le.'r. 

Peace,  baftard  impe,  no  iflue  of  king  / 
I  will  not  heare  thee  fpeake  one  tittle  more. 
Call  not  me  lather,  ir  thou  love  thy  lite, 
Nor  thefe  thy  fillers  once  prefumeto  name: 
Looke  for  no  helpe  henceforth  from  me  or  mine  i 
Shift  as  thou  wilt,  and  truit  unto  th\v 

My 
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My  kingdome  will  I  equally  devide 
'Twixt  rhy  two  filters  to  their  royal  dowre, 
And  will  beftow  the:n  worthy  their  deferts  : 
This  done,  becaufe  thou  (halt  not  have  the  hope 
To  have  a  child's  part  in  the  time  to  come, 
I  preienrly  will  difpoiietle  myfelfe, 
And  fet  up  theie  upon  my  princely  throne. 
GonorilL 

I  ever  thought  that  pride  would  have  a  fall. 
Ragan, 

Plaine  dealing,  fitter  :  your  beauty  is  fo  fheene, 
You  need  no  dowry,  to  make  you  be  a  queene. 

[Exeunt  Leir,  Gonoriil,  Ragan* 
Cordelia. 

Now  whither,  poore  forfaken,  fhall  I  goe, 
When  mine  owne  filters  rryumph  in  my  woe? 
But  unto  him  which  doth  protect  the  ^ult, 
In  him  will  poore  Cordelia  put  her  trufl. 
Theie  hands  (hall  labour,  for   o  get  my  fpending  ; 
And  fo  lie  live  until  my  days  have  ending. 
Perillus. 

Oh,  how  I  grieve,  to  fee  my  lord  thus  fond, 
To  dote  (o  much  upon  vaine  flattering  words. 
Ah,  it  he  but  with  good  advice  had  weighed, 
The  hidden  tenure  of  her  humble  fpeech, 
Reafon  to  rage  mould  not  have  given  place, 
Nor  poore  Cordelia  fuffer  fuch  diigrace.  [Exit, 

Enter  the  Gallian  king  with  Mumford,  and  three  nobles  more. 

King* 

DiiTwade  me  nor,  my  lords,  \  am  refolv'd, 
This  next  faire  wind  to  faile  tor  Brittany, 
In  fome  difguife,  to  fee  if  flying  fame 
Be  not  ro  )  prodigal  in  the  wondrous  praife 
Of  theie  three  nymphes,  the  daughters  of  king  Leir, 
If  prefent  view  do  anUere  ablest  praife, 
And  e~es  allow  of  what  our  ear;  have  heard, 
And  Venus  Hand  aufpicious  to  my  vowes, 
And  fortune  favour  what  I  take  in  hand ; 

I  will 
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I  will  returne  feiz'd  of  as  rich  a  prize 
As  la/on,  when  he  wanne  the  golden  fleece. 
Mwnford. 
Heavens  graunf  you  may :  the  match  were  ful  of  honor, 
And  well  beleeming  the  young  Gallian  king. 
I  would  your  grace  would  favour  me  fo  much, 
As  make  me  partner  of  your  pilgrimage. 
I  long  to  fee  the  gallant  Bri/ijb  dames, 
And  feed  mine  eyes  upon  their  rare  perfections : 
For  till  I  know  the  contrary,  He  fay, 
Our  dames  in  Fraunce  are  far  more  laire  then  they. 
King. 
Lord  Mumford,  you  have  faved  me  a  labour, 
In  offring  that  which  I  did  meane  to  afke  : 
And  I  mod  willingly  accept  your  company. 
Yet  firft  I  will  injoine  you  to  obferve 
Some  few  conditions  which  I  fhall  propofe. 
Mv.mforch 
So  that  you  do  not  tye  mine  eyes  for  looking 
After  the  amorous  glaunces  of  faire  dames  : 
So  that  you  do  not  tye  my  tong  from  fpeaking, 
My  lips  from  kiffing,  when  occafion  ferves, 
My  hands  from  congees,  and  my  knees  to  bow 
To  gallant  girles ;  which  were  a  taike  more  hard, 
Then  flefh  and  bloud  is  able  to  indure  : 
Commaund  what  elfe  you  pleafe,  I  reft  content. 
King. 
To  bind  thee  from  a  thing  thou  canft  not  leave, 
Were  but  a  meane  to  make  thee  feeke  it  more : 
And  therefore  fpeake,  looke,  kifie,  fJllute  for  me  ; 
In  thefe  myielream  like  to  fecond  rhee. 
Now  heare  thy  ta&e.     I  charge  thee  from  the  time 
That  firft  we  fet  faile  for  rhe  Brittijb  more, 
To  ufe  no  words  of  dignity  to  me, 
B.it  in  the  friendlieft  manner  that  thou  canft, 
Make  ufe  of  me  as  thy  companion  : 
For  we  will  g')  difguilde  in  palmers  weeds, 
That  no  man  (hall  miftruft  us  what  we  aie. 

Mumforn\ 
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Mumford. 

If  that  be  all,  He  fit  your  turne  I  warrant  you.  I  am  fome 
kin  to  the  Blunts,  and,  I  think,  the  blunteft  of  all  my  kindred  ; 
therefore  if  I  bee  too  blunt  with  you,  thanke  yourfelfe  for 
praying  me  to  be  fo. 

King. 

Thy  pleafant  company  will  make  the  way  fceme  fiiort. 
It  relieth  now,  that  in  my  abfence  hence, 
I  do  commit  the  government  to  you 
My  trulty  lords  and  faithful  counfellers. 
Time  cutteth  otf  the  relt  I  have  to  fay  : 
The  wind  blowes  faire,  and  I  muft  n  eds  away. 
Nobles. 

Heavens  fend  your  voyage  to  as  good  effect, 
As  we  your  land  do  purpole  to  protect.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  the  king  (^Cornwall  and  his  man  booted  and  Jpurd9  a 
riding  <wand9  and  a  letter  in  bis  band, 

Cornwall. 

But  how  far  diflant  are  we  from  the  court  ? 

Servant. 
Some  twenty  miles,  my  lord,  or  thereabouts. 

Cornwall. 
It  feemeth  to  me  twenty  thoufand  miles : 
Yet  hope  I  to  be  there  within  this  houre.  [To  bimfelfe. 

Servant.  

Then  are  you  like  to  ride  alone  for  me. 
I  thinke  my  lord  is  weary  of  his  life. 
Cornwall. 
Sweet  Gonorilly  I  long  to  fee  thy  face, 
Which  hall  fo  kindly  gratified  my  love. 

Enter  the  king  ^/"Cambria  booted  and  Jpurd,  and  bis  man  with 
a  wand  and  a  letter. 

Cambria. 
Get  a  frefh  horfe  :  for  by  my  foule  I  fweare, 

[He  lookes  on  the  letter. 
I  am  part  patience,  longer  to  forbearc 

The 
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The  wished  fight  of  my  beloved  miilris, 
JPeare  Ragany  flay  and  comfort  of  my  life. 
Servant. 
Now  what  in  God's  name  doth  my  lord  intend  ? 

*  ['fo  bimfelftm 

He  thinks  he  ne'er  (hall  come  ar's  journey's  end. 
I  would  he  had  old  Vedalus  waxen  wings, 
That  he  might  flye,  fo  I  might  flay  behind: 
For  ere  we  get  to  Troynovant,  I  fee, 
fie  quite  will  tire  himfelfe,  his  horfe,  and  me. 

Cornwall  and  Cambria  loeke  one  upon  another ;  an  J  J:  art  to  fez 

ecbe  other  there, 

Cornwall. 
Brother  of  Cambria,  we  greet  you  well, 
As  one  whom  here  v,  e  little  did  expect. 
Cambria. 
Brother  of  Cornwall,  met  in  happy  time : 
I  thought  as  much  to  have  met  with  the  fouldan  of  Perjia^ 
As  to  have  met  you  in  this  place,  my  lord. 
No  doubt,  it  is  about  fome  great  affaires, 
That  makes  you  here  fo  flenderly  accompanied. 
Cornwall. 
T<.  fay  *he  truth,  my  lord,  it  is  no  lefie, 
A  nd  for  your  part  fome  hafry  wind  of  chance 
Hath  blowne  you  hither  thus  upon  the  fudden. 
Cambria. 
My  lord,  to  break  t.ff  further  circumftances, 
For  at  this  time  I  cannot  brooke  delayes: 
Tell  you  your  reafon,  I  will  tell  you  mine. 
Cornwall. 
In  faith  content,  and  thetefore  to  be  briefe  ; 
For  I  am  fure  my  hade's  as  great  af  yours  : 
J  am  lent  for,  to  come  unto  king  Leir, 
Who  by  rhefe  prelent  lertets  promileth 
Htj  cldcft  daughter,  lovely  Gom»ill, 
To  me  ui  manage,  and  for  prefent  dowry, 
1'fae  moity  Of  halfe  hib  regiment. 

!  The 
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The  ladies  love  I  long  ago  pofiefr.  : 
But  until  now  I  never  had  the  fathers. 
Cambria, 
You  tell  me  wonders,  yet  I  will  relate 
Strange  newes,  and  henceforth  we  mull  brothers  call; 
Witneile  thele  lines :  his  honourable  age, 
Being  weary  of  the  troubles  of  his  crowne, 
His  princely  daughter  Ragan  will  bellow 
On  me  in  manage,  with  halfe  his  feigniories, 
Whom  I  would  gladly  have  accepted  of, 
With  the  third  part,  her  complements  are  fuch. 
Cornwall. 
If  I  have  one  halfe,  and  you  have  the  other, 
Then  betweene  us  we  mull:  needs  have  the  whole. 
Cambria. 
The  hole  !  how  meane  you  that  ?  zlood,  I  hope, 
We  mall  have  two  holes  betweene  us. 
Cornwall, 
Why,  the  whole  kingdome. 

Cambria, 
I,  that's  very  true. 

Cornwall. 
What  then  is  left  for  his  third  daughters  dowry, 
Lovely  Cordelia,  whom  the  world  admires  ? 
Cambria. 
'Tis  very  itrange,  I  know  not  what  to  thinke, 
Unlelle  they  meane  to  make  a  nunne  of  her. 
Cormvall. 
'Twere  pity  fuch  rare  beauty  mould  be  hid 
Within  the  compafle  of  a  cloyfters  wall : 
But  howfoe'er,  if  Lett's  words  prove  true, 
It  will  be  good,  my  lord,  for  me  and  you. 
Cambria, 
Then  let  us  hafte,  all  danger  to  prevent, 
For  feare  delayes  doe  alter  his  intent.  \Excunt, 

Enter  Gonorill  and  Regan. 

G»norill. 
Siller,  when  did  you  fee  Cordelia  lair, 
That  pretty  piece,  that  thinks  none  good  ynough 

C  c  To 
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To  fpeakc  to  her,  becaufe  (fir-reverence) 
She  hath  a  little  beauty  extraordinary  i 
Ragan* 
Since  time  my  father  warnd  her  from  his  prefence, 
I  never  faw  her,  that  I  can  remember. 
God  give  her  joy  of  her  furpalfmg  beauty  ; 
1  thinke,  her  dowry  will  be  (mall  ynough. 
Gonorill. 
I  have  incentt  my  father  fo  againit  her, 
As  he  will  never  be  reclaimd  againe. 
Ragan. 
I  was  not  much  behind  to  do  the  like. 

Gonorill. 
Faith,  filler,  what  moves  you  to  beare  her  fuch  good  will  ? 

Ragan. 
In  truth,  I  thinke,  the  fame  that  moveth  you  j 
Becaufe  (he  doth  iurpaife  us  both  in  beauty. 
Gonorill. 
Befhrew  your  fingers,  how  right  you  can  gefTe  : 
I  tell  you  tine,  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart. 
Razan. 
But  we  will  keepe  her  low  enough,  I  warrant, 
And  clip  her  wings  for  mounting  up  too  hie. 
Gonorill. 
Who  ever  hath  her,  fhall  have  a  rich  manage  of  her. 

Ragan. 
She  were  right  fit  to  make  a  parfon's  wife  : 
For  they,  men  fay,  do  love  faire  women  well, 
And  many  times  doe  marry  them  with  nothing. 
Goncrid. 
With  nothing  !  marry  God  forbid  :  why,  are  there  any  fuch? 

Ragan. 
I  mean,  no  money. 

Gonorill. 
I  cry  you  ir.eicy,  I  miftooke  you  much  : 
And  (he  is  far  too  ltarely  for  the  church  ; 
Shecle  lay  her  hufbaod's  benefice  on  her  back, 
Even  in  one  gowne,  if  lhe  may  have  her  will. 
Ragan. 
In  faith,  poore  foul,  I  pitty  her  a  little. 
■Would  (lie  weie  lefle  faire.  or  more  fortunate. 

Well, 
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Well,  I  thinke  long  untill  I  fee  my  Morgan, 
The  gallant  prince  of  Cambria,  here  arrive. 
Gonorill. 
And  io  do  I,  until  the  Cornwall  kin^ 
Prefent  himfelfe,  to  confummate  my  joyes. 
Peace,  heie  commc;h  my  rather. 

Enter  Leir,  Perillus,  and  others* 

Leir. 

Ceafe,  good  my  lords,  and  fue  not  to  reverfe 
Our  ceniure,  which  is  now  irrevocable, 
We  have  di' patched  letters  of  contract 
Unto  the  kings  of  Cambria  and  of  Cornwall; 
Our  hand  and  feale  will  juitify  no  lefle  : 
Then  do  not  (b  dilhonour  me,  my  lords, 
As  to  make  fhip  wrack  of  our  kingly  Word. 
I  am  as  kind  as  is  the  pellican, 
That  kils  it  felfc,  to  lave  her  young  ones  lives : 
And  yet  as  jelous  as  the  princely  e^gie, 
That  kils  her  young  one^,  if  they  do  but  dazell 
Upon  the  radiant  fplendor  ot  the  funne. 
Within  this  two  dayes  I  expect  their  coming. 

Enter  kings  of  Cornwall  and  Cambria* 

But  in  good  time,  they  are  arriv'd  already. 
This  hafte  of  yours,  my  lords,  doth  teftify 
The  fervent  love  you  beare  unto  my  daughters  : 
And  think  your  (elves  as  welcome  to  king  Leir, 
As  ever  Pryams  children  were  to  him. 
Cornvjall. 

My  gracious  lord,  and  father  too,  I  hope, 
Pardon,  for  that  I  made  no  greater  halte  : 
But  were  my  horfe  as  fwift  as  was  my  will, 
I  long  ere  this  had  feene  your  majefly. 
Cambria. 

No  other  fcufe  of  abfence  can  I  frame, 
Then  what  my  brother  hath  inform'd  your  grace  : 
For  our  undelerved  welcome,  we  do  vowe, 
Perpetually  to  reft  at  your  commaund. 

C  c  2  Cornwall, 
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Cornwall. 
But  you,  fweet  love,  illuitrious  Gonorill, 
The  regent,  and  the  foveraigne  of  my  foule, 
Is  Cornwall  welcome  to  your  excellency  ? 
Gonorill. 
As  welcome,  as  JLeander  was  to  Hero, 
Or  brave  Aeneas  to  the  Carthage  queene: 
So  and  more  welcome  is  your  grace  to  me. 
Cambria. 
O,  may  my  fortune  prove  no  worfe  then  his, 
Since  hea\ens  do  know,  my  fancy  is  as  much. 
Deare  Ragan,  fay,  if  welcome  un;o  thee, 
All  welcomes  elfe  will  little  comfort  me. 
Ragan. 
As  gold  is  welcome  to  the  covetous  eye, 
As  fleepe  is  welcome  to  the  traveller, 
As  is  freih  water  to  fea-beaten  men, 
Or  moiilned  fhowres  unto  the  parched  ground, 
Or  any  thing  more  welcomer  then  this, 
So  and  more  welcome  lovely  Morgan  is. 
heir. 
What  refteth  then,  but  that  we  confummate 
The  celebration  of  thefe  nuptial  rites? 
My  kingdome  I  do  equally  devide. 
Princes,  draw  lots,  and  take  your  chaunce  as  falles. 

[Then  they  draw  lots, 
Thefe  I  refigrfe  as  freely  unto  you, 
As  earfl  by  mie  fikcemon  they  were  mine. 
And  here  I  do  freely  difpofieiTe  my  felfe, 
And  make  you  two  my  true  adopted  heires : 
]VIy  fdfe  will  fojorne  with  my  fonne  of  Cornwall \ 
And  take  me  to  my  prayers  and  my  beades. 
I  know,   my  daughter  Ragan  will  be  forry, 
Becaufe  1  do  not  fpend  my  dayes  with  her  : 
Would  I  were  able  to  be  with  both  at  once; 
They  are  the  kimieil  girles  in  Cbnfiendome. 
Perillus. 
I  have  bin  iilent  all  this  while,  my  lord, 
To  ice  it  any  worthier  then  my  fehe, 
Woulu  once  have  fpoke  in  pcoie  Cordellacs  caufe  : 

4  But 
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But  love  or  feare  ties  filence  to  their  toungs. 
Oh,  heare  me  fpeake  for  her,  my  gracious  lord, 
Whofe  deeds  have  not  deferv'd  this  ruthlefle  doome, 
As  thus  to  dilinherit  her  of  all. 
Leir. 

Urge  this  no  more,  and  if  thou  love  thy  life ; 
I  fay,  (he  is  no  daughter,  that  doth  fcorne 
To  tell  her  father  how  me  loveth  him. 
Who  ever  fpeaketh  hereof  to  mee  againe, 
I  will  efteeme  him  for  my  mortal  foe. 
Come,  let  us  in,  to  celebrate  with  joy, 
The  happy  nuptialls  of  thefe  lovely  paires. 

[Exeunt  omnes,  manet  Perillus. 
Perillus. 

Ah,  who  fo  blind,  as  they  that  will  not  fee 
The  neere  approch  of  their  owne  mifery  ? 
Poore  lady,  I  extremely  pitty  her: 
And  whileit  I  live,  eche  drop  of  my  heart  blood 
Will  I  itraine  forth,  to  do  her  any  good.  [Exit, 

Enter  the  Gallian  king,  and  Mum  ford,  difgnifcd  like  pilgrims. 
Mumford. 
My  lord,  how  do  you  brook  this  BrittiJJj  aire  ? 

King, 
My  lord,  I  told  you  of  this  foolifh  humour, 
And  bound  you  to  the  contrary,  you  know. 
Mumford. 
Pardon  me  for  once,  my  lord ;  I  did  forget. 

King. 
My  lord  againe  ?  then  let's  have  nothing  elfe, 
And  fo  be  tane  tor  fpies,  and  then  tis  well. 
Mumford, 
Swounds,  I  could  bite  my  toung  in  two  for  anger  r 
For  Ggds  fake  name  yourfelf  fome  proper  name. 
King. 
Call  me  Trefillus :  He  call  thee  Denapoll. 

nford. 
Might  I  be  made  the  monarch  of  the  world, 
I  could  not  hit  upon  thefe  names,  I  fwcare. 

C  c  3  &*£> 
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King. 

Then  call  me  IVill^  lie  call  thee  Jacke, 

Mumford. 
Well,  be  it  fo,  for  I  have  weil  cieferv'd  to  be  cal\l  Jacb% 

Stand  clofe  ;   for  here  a  Bnttijb  lady  commcth  : 
Enter  Cordelia. 
A  fairer  creature  ne're  mine  eyes  beheld. 

Cordelia, 

This  is  a  day  of  joy  umo  my  filters, 
When  -orh  are  maried  unto  kings; 

An  t  I,  by  birth,  as  worthy  as  them!e!ves, 
Am  ti  rnd  into  the  world,  to  feeke  my  fortune. 
Hew  may  I  blame  the  fickle  queene  of  chaunce, 
That  rmiketh  me  a  pattcrne  ot  her  power? 
All,  poore  weake  maid,  whole  imbecility 
Is  far  unable  to  mduie  thefe  brunts. 
Oh,  father  Lri>\  how  doit  thou  wrong  thy  child, 
Who  alwayes  was  obedient  to  thy  will  ! 
But  why  accufe  I  toitui  e  and  my  father  ? 
No,  no,  it  is  the  p lean,  re  ot  my  God  : 
And  I  do  willingly  imbrace  the  rod. 
King, 
It  is  no  gocldclfe  ;   for  (he  doth  compla  ne 
On   fortune,  and  th'  unkindn.eife  of  her  father. 
CorMa. 
Thefe  coftly  robes  ill  fitting  my  eftate, 
I   will  exchange  for  other  meaner  habit. 
Mumfc  rd. 
Now  if  I  had  a  kiugdome  in  my  hand.-, 
I  would  exchange  it  for  a  milkmaids  fmock  and  peticcate, 
That  (he  and  1  might  ffcift  our  clothes  together. 
Cord*    . 
f  will  betake  me  to  my  timed  and  needle, 
And  '.\;rne  my  Living  with  my  fingeis  ends. 

xford, 
O  brave  !  God  willing,  thou  (halt  have  my  cuftome. 
By  fweei  S.  Den's,  here  1  fadly  fweare, 
lor  all  the  (hilts  and  night-gcare  that  I  weare. 

Cordelia* 
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Cordelia. 
I  will  profefle  and  vow  a  maidens  life. 

Mum  ford. 
Then  I  protett  thou  (halt  not  have  my  cuftom. 

King. 
I  can  forbeare  no  longer  for  to  fpeak  : 
For  if  I  do,  I  think  my  heart  will  breake. 
Mumfvrd. 
Sblood,  //?/,  I  hope  you  are  not  in  love  with  my  fempftef. 

King. 

I  am  in  fuch  a  laborinth  ot  love, 
As  that  I  know  not  which  way  ro  get  out. 
Mumfurd. 
You'l  ne're  get  out,  unlefle  you  firft  get  in. 

King. 
I  prithy  Jacke^  crofTe  not  my  patfions. 

Munford. 
Prithy  Wil,  to  her,  and  try  her  patience. 

King. 
Thou  faired  creature,  what  lucre  thou  art, 
That  ever  any  mortal  eyes  beheld, 
Vouchfafe  to  me,  who  have  o'reheard  thy  woes, 
To  (hew  the  caul'e  of  thefe  thy  fad  laments. 
Cordelia. 
Ah  pilgrims,  what  availes  to  fhew  the  caufe, 
When  there's  no  meanes  to  find  a  remedy? 
King, 
To  utter  griefe,  doth  eafe  a  heart  oVecharg'J. 

Cordelia. 
To  touch  a  fore,  doth  aggravate  the  paine. 

King. 
The  filly  moufe,  by  vertue  ot  her  teeth, 
Releas'd  the  princely  lion  from  the  net. 
Cordelia. 
Kind  palmer,  which  fo  much  defir'it  to  heare 
The  rragick  tale  of  my  unhappy  youth  : 
Know  this  in  briefe,  I  am  the  haplefle  daughter 
Of  Leir,  fometimes  king  of  Brittany. 
King. 
Why,  who  debarres  his  honourable  age, 
From  being  ilill  the  king  of  Brittany  ? 

C  c  A  Cordelia, 
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Cordelia, 

None,  but  himfelfe  hath  difpoifeft  himfelfe, 
And  given  all  his  kingdome  to  the  kings 
Of  Cornwall  and  of  Ca?nbria,  with  my  fifters. 
King, 

Hath  he  given  nothing  to  your  lovely  felfe  ? 
Cordelia, 

He  lovM  me  not,  and  therefore  gave  me  nothings 
Only  becaufe  I  could  not  flatter  him  : 
And  in  this  day  of  triumph  to  my  fifters, 
Doth  fortune  triumph  in  my  overthrow.    »  . 
'King. 

Sweet  lady,  fay  there  mould  come  a  king, 
As  good  as  either  of  your  fifters  hufbands, 
To  crave  your  love,  would  you  accept  of  him  ? 
Cordelia, 

Oh,  doe  not  mocke  with  thofe  in  mifery, 
Nor  do  not  think,  though  fortune  have  the  power, 
To  fpoile  mine  honour,  and  debafe  my  ftate, 
That  fhe  hath  any  intereft  in  my  mind: 
For  it  the  greateft  monarch  on  the  eaith, 
Should  fue  to  me  in  this  extremity, 
Except  my  heart  coulu  love,  and  heart  could  like, 
Better  then  any  that  I  ever  faw, 
His  great  eitate  no  more  ihotf  d  move  my  mind, 
Then  mountaines  move  by  blait  of  every  wind. 
•  fmg, 

Think  not,  fueet  nymph,  tis  holy  palmers  gui.e, 
To  giieved  foules  frefh  torments  to  rievife  : 
Therefore  in  witnefle  cf  my  true  intent, 
Let  heaven  and  eanh  beare  record  of  my  words: 
Theie  is  a  young  and  luily  Gallian  king, 
So  like  to  me,  as  I  am  to  myfelfe, 
That  earneftly  doth  crave  to  have  thy  love, 
And  joine  with   thee  in  Hymens  facred  bonds. 
Cordelia, 

The  like  to  thee  did  ne're  thefe  eyes  I 
Oh  live  to  adde  new  torments  to  my  gri 
Why  diuit  thou  thus  in  trap  me  unawares  ? 
Ah  palmer,  my  cilate  doth  not  befit 

A  k 
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A  kingly  mariage,  as  the  cafe  now  Hands. 
Whilome  when  as  I  Hv'd  in  honours  height, 
A  prince  perhaps  might  populate  my  love: 
Now  mifery,  difhonour,  and  difgrace,  « 

Hath  light  on  me,  and  quite  reverit  the  cafe. 
Thv  king  will  hold  thee  wife,  if  thou  furceafe 
The  due,  whereas  no  dowry  will  infue. 
Then  be  advifed,  palmer,  what  to  do  : 
Ceafe  for  thy  king,  ieeke  for  thy  felfe  to  woo. 
King. 

Your  birth's  too  high  for  any,  but  a  king. 
Cordelia. 

My  mind  is  low  ynough  to  love  a  palmer, 
Rather  then  any  king  upon  the  earth. 
King. 

O,  but  you  never  can  indure  their  life, 
Which  is  fo  flraight  and  full  of  penury. 
Cordelia. 

O  yes,  I  can,  and  happy  if  I  might : 
He  hold  thy  palmers  natFe  within  my  hand, 
And  thinke  r  is  the  icepter  of  a  o4oeene. 
Sometime  He  let  thy  bonnet  on  my  head, 
And  thinke  I  weave  a  rich  imperial  crowne. 
Sometime  He  heipe  thee  in  thy  holy  prayers, 
And  thinke  I  am  with  thee  in  paradife. 
Thus  He  mock  fortune,  as  me  mocketh  me, 
And  never  will  my  lovely  choice  repent : 
For,  having  thee,  I  fhall  have  all  content. 
King. 

'Twere  fin  to  hold  her  longer  in  fufpence, 
Since  that  my  foule  hath  vow'd  Cne  (hall  be  mine. 
Ah,  deare  Cordelia,  cordial  to  my  heart, 
I  am  no  palmer,  as  i  feeme  to  be, 
But  hither  come  in  this  unkn     /ne  difguife, 
To  view  th'  admired  beauty  of  thole  eyes. 
I  am  the  king  of  Gallia^  gentle  maid, 
(Although  thus  llende  . 
And  yet  thy  vaifaile  b  :.*ve, 

And  fworne  to  ferve  thee  everlallingly. 

Cart 
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Cordelia, 

What  e're  you  be,  of  high  or  low  difcent, 
All's  one  to  me,  I  do  requeft  but  this  : 
That  as  I  am,  you  will  accept  of  me, 
And  I  will  have  you  wharfoe're  you  be : 
Yet  well  I  know,  you  come  of  royal  race, 
I  fee  fuch  fparks  of  honour  in  your  face. 
Mumford. 

Have  palmers  weeds  fuch  power  to  win  faire  ladies  ? 
Faith,  then  I  hope  the  next  that  falles  is  mine: 
Upon  condition  I  no  worfe  might  fpeed, 
I  would  for  ever  weare  a  palmers  weed. 
I  like  an  honcft  and  plaine  dealing  wench, 
That  fweares  (without  exceptions)  I  will  have  you. 
Thefe  foppet?,  that  know  not  whether  to  love  a  man  or  no, 
except  they  firft  go  afke  their  mothers  leave,  by  this  hand,  I 
hate  them  ten  times  worfe  then  poifon. 
King. 

W  hat  refleth  then  cur  bappineffe  to  procure  ? 
Mumford, 

Faith,  go  to  church,  to  make  the  matter  fure. 

It  (hall  be  fo,  becaufe  the  world  fhall  fay, 
King  Leirs  three  daughters  were  wedded  in  one  day  : 
The  celebration  of  this  happy  chaunce, 
We  will  detene,  until  we  come  to  Fraur.ce, 
Mumford, 

I  like  the  wooing,  that's  not  long  a  doing. 
Well,  for  her  fake,  I  know  what  I  know  : 
lie  never  marry  whileft  I  live, 
Except  I  have  one  of  thefe  Britttjb  ladies, 
JVly  humour  is  alienated  from  the  maids  of  Frounce,     [Exeunt, 

Enter  Perillus  folus. 

Per  id  id. 
The  ki  g  hath  difpofleft  himielfe  of  all, 
Thofe  to  ad  van  nee,  which  fcarce  will  give  him  thanks: 
His  youngeft  daughter  he  hath  tumd  away, 
And  no  man  kaowes  what  is  become  of  her. 

He 
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He  fojourns  now  in  Cornwall  with  the  eldeft, 

"Who  tlattRd  him,  until  fhe  did  obtaine 

That  at  his  hands,  which  now  fhe  doth  polTefie : 

And  now  fhe  lees  hee  hath  no  more  to  give, 

It  grieves  her  heart  to  fee  her  father  live, 

Oh,  whom  fhould  man  trull  in  this  wicked  age, 

When  children  thus  againlt  their  parents  rage? 

But  he,  the  myrrour  or  mild  patience, 

Puts  up  all  wrongs,  and  never  gives  reply: 

Yet  (names  fhe  not  in  molt  opprobrious  fort, 

To  call  him  foole  and  doterd  to  his  face, 

And  lets  her  parafites  of  purpofe  oft, 

In  fcoffing  wife  to  offer  him  difgrace. 

Oh  yron  age!   O  times  !   O  monllrous,  vilde, 

When  parents  are  contemned  of  the  child  ! 

His  per.fion  fhe  hath  halfe  reftrain'd  from  him, 

And  will,  ere  long,  the  other  halfe,  I  feare  ; 

For  (he  thinks  nothing  is  beftowde  in  vaine, 

But  that  which  doth  her  father's  life  main  mine. 

Trull  not  alliance;  but  trull:  Grangers  rather, 

Since  daughters  prove  difloyal  to  the  fa: her. 

Well,  1  will  couniel  him  the  bell:  I  can  : 

Would  I  were  able  to  redrelfe  his  wrong, 

Yet  what  I  can,  unto  my  utmoft  power, 

He  flidll  be  fure  of  to  the  lateit  houre.  [Exit, 

Enter  Gonorill  and  Skalliger. 

GonorilL 
I  prithy,  Sl-a!IIgcr,  tell  me  what  thou  thinkH  : 
Could  any  woman  of  our  dignity 
Endure  filch  quips  and  peremptory  taunts, 
As  I  do  daily  from  my  doting  father  ? 
Doth't  not  lufiice  that  I  him  kcepe  of  almes, 
Who  is  not  able  for  to  keepe  himfelfe  ? 
But  as  if  he  were  our  better,  he  IhouM  thinke 
To  check  and  fnap  me  v.p  at  every  word. 
I  cannot  make  roc  a  new  faftiioned  ^;owne, 
A>nd  let  it  forth  wich  moie  then  common  volt ; 

But 
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But  his  old  doting  doltifli  withered  wit, 
Is  fure  to  give  a  fencelefle  check  for  it. 
I  cannot  make  a  banquet  extraordinary, 
To  grace  myfeife,  and  fpread  my"  name  abroad, 
But  he,  old  r'oole,  is  captious  by  and  by, 
And  faith,  the  coft  would  well  fuffice  tor  twice. 
Judge  then,  I  pray,  what  reafon  is't,  that  I 
Should  ftand  alone  charg'd  with  his  vaine  expence, 
And  that  my  filler  Ragan  mould  go  nee, 
To  whom  he  gave  as  much,  as  unto  me  ? 
I  prithy,  Skalliger^  tell  me,  if  thou  know, 
By  any  meanes  to  rid  me  of  this  woe. 
Shdliger. 
Your  many  favours  {till  beftowde  on  me, 
Binde  me  in  duty  to  advife  your  grace, 
How  you  may  fooneft  remedy  this  ill. 
The  large  allowance  which  he  hath  from  you, 
Is  i hat  which  makes  him  fo  forget  himfelfe  : 
Therefore  abbridge  it  halfe,  and  you  fhall  fee, 
That  having  lefle,  he  will  more  thankful  be  : 
For  why,  abundance  maketh  us  forget 
The  fountaines  whence  the  benefits  do  fpring. 
Gonorill. 
Well  Skalliger,  for  thy  kind  advice  herein, 
I  will  not  be  ungrateful,  if  I  live  : 
I  have  reitrained  halfe  his  portion  already, 
And  I  will  prefently  reftraine  the  other, 

having  no  meanes  to  releeve  himfelfe, 
Me  may  go  Leke  elfewhere  for  better  helpe.  [Exit, 

Skalliger, 
Go,  viperous  woman,  fhame  to  all  thy  fexe : 
The  heaven^  no  doub',  willpunifh  thee  for  this: 
And  me  a  villaine,  that  to  curry  favour, 

given  the  daughter  counfel  'gain ft  the  father. 
us  the  world  doth  this  experience  give, 
That  he  that  cannot  iiatter,  canno:  live.  [Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter  king  of  Cornwall,  Leir,  Perillus,  and  nobles. 

Cornwall. 
Father,  what  aileth  you  to  be  fo  fad  ? 
Methinks,  you  frollike  not  as  you  were  wont. 
Leir, 
The  neerer  we  do  grow  unto  our  graves, 
The  lefle  we  do  delight  in  worldly  joyes. 
Cornwall. 
But  if  a  man  can  frame  himfelfe  to  mirth, 
It  is  a  meane  for  to  prolong  his  life. 
Leir. 
Then  welcome  forrow,  heirs  only  friend, 
Who  doth  defire  his  troubled  dayes  had  end. 
Cornwall. 
Comfort  yourfelfe,  father,  here  comes  your  daughter, 
Who  much  will  grieve,  I  know,  to  fee  you  fad. 

Enter  Gonorill. 

Leir. 

But  more  doth  grieve,  I  feare,  to  fee  me  live. 
Cornwall. 

My  Gonorill,  you  come  in  wifhed  time, 
To  put  your  father  from  thefe  penfive  dumps. 
In  faith,  I  feare  that  all  things  go  not  well. 
Gonorill. 

What,  do  you  feare,  that  I  have  angred  him  ? 
Hath  he  complained  of  me  unto  my  lord  ? 
He  provide  him  a  piece  of  bread  and  cheefe ; 
For  in  a  time  heele  pra£tife  nothing  elfe, 
Then  carry  tales  from  one  unto  another. 
'Tis  all  his  practife  for  to  kindle  ftrife, 
JTwixt  you,  my  lord,  and  me  your  loving  wife : 
But  I  will  take  an  order,  if  I  can, 
To  ceafe  th' effect,  where  firft  the  caufe  began. 
Cornwall. 

Sweet,  be  not  angry  in  a  partial  caufe, 
He  ne'er  coraplain'd  of  thee  in  all  his  life. 
Father,  you  mull  aot  weigh  a  woman's  words. 


Leir, 
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*  Leir. 
Alas,  not  I :  poore  foule,  fhe  breeds  yong  bones, 
And  that  is  it  makes  her  fo  turchy  fure. 
Gonorill. 
What,  breeds  young  bones  already !  you  will  make 
An  hor.ett  woman  of  me  then,  belike. 
O  vild  olde  wretch  !  who  ever  heard  the  like, 
That  feeketh  thus  his  owne  child  to  defame  ? 
Cornwall. 
I  cannot  flay  to  heare  this  difcord  found.  [Exit* 

Gonorill. 
For  any  one  that  loves  your  company, 
You  may  go  pack,  and  feeke  fome  other  place, 
To  fowe  the  feed  of  difcord  and  difgrace.  [Exit* 

Leir. 
Thus,  fay  or  do  the  bed  that  e'er  I  can, 
'Tis  wrefted  flraight  into  another  fence  : 
This  punifhment  my  heavy  finnes  deferve, 
And  more  then  this  ten  thoufand  thoufand  times: 
Elfe  aged  heir  them  could  never  find 
Cruel  to  him,  to  whom  he  hath  bin  kind. 
Why  do  I  over-live  myfelfe,  to  fee 
The  courfe  of  nature  quite  reverfr.  in  me  ? 
Ah,  gentle  death,  if  ever  any  wight 
Did  with  thy  prefence  with  a  perfit  zeale : 
Then  come,  I  pray  thee,  even  with  all  my  heart, 
And  end  my  forrowes  with  thy  fatal  dart.  [He  wccpeu 

PeriHus. 
Ah,  do  not  fo  difconfolate  yourfelfe, 
Nor  dew  your  aged  cheeks  with  wafting  tears. 
Leir. 
What  man  art  thou  that  takeit  any  pity 
Upon  the  worthlefle  flate  of  old  Leir  ? 
Perillus. 
One,  who  doth  beare  as  great  a  fhare  of  griefe, 
As  it  it  were  my  deureil  father's  cafe. 
Leir. 
Ah,  good  my  friend,  how  ill  art  thou  advifde, 
For  to  confort  with  miferable  men ; 

Go 
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Go  lcarne  to  flatter,  where  hou  may  It  in  time 
Get  favour  'mongtt  the  mighty,  and  fo  clime: 
For  now  I  am  io  poore  and  full  of  want, 
As  that  I  ne'iecan  recempeixe  thy  love, 
Perillus. 
What's  got  by  flattery,  doth  not  long  indure; 
And  men  io  favour  live  not  moil  (ecu re. 
My  confcience  tels  me,  if  I  ihould  foriake  you, 
I  were  the  hatefulft  excrement  en  the  earth: 
Which  well  do  know,  in  courfe  of  former  time, 
How  good  my  lord  hath  bin  to  me  and  mine. 
Leir. 
Did  I  ere  raife  thee  higher  then  the  reft 
Of  all  thy  anceftors  which  were  before? 
Perillus. 
I  ne're  did  fecke  it ;  but  by  your  good  grace* 
I  ftill  injoyed  my  owne  with  quietnelTe. 
Leir. 
Did  I  ere  give  thee  living,  to  increafe 
The  due  revenues  which  thy  father  left? 
Perillus. 
I  had  ynough,  my  lord,  and  having  that, 
What  ihould  you  need  to  give  me  any  more? 
Leir. 
Oh,  did  I  ever  difpoffeffe  my  felfe, 
And  give  thee  halfe  my  kingdome  in  good  will? 
Perillus. 
Alas,  my  lord,  there  were  no  reafon,  why 
You  ihould  have  fuch  a  thought,  to  give  it  me. 
Leir. 
Nay,  if  thou  talke  of  reafon,  then  be  mute  ; 
For  with  good  leafonl  can  thee  confute. 
It  they,  which  firft  by  natures  furred  law 
Do  owe  to  me  the  tribute  of  their  lives ; 
If  they  to  whom  I  alw.yes  have  bin  kinde, 
And  bountiful  beyond  companion  ; 
It  they,  toi  whom  I  have  undone  my  felfe, 
And  brought  my  age  unto  this  extreme  want, 
Do  now  rejecl:,  contemne,  defpiie,  abhor  me, 
What  reaion  moveth  thee  to  furrow  for  me  ? 

5  Perillus. 
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Perillus. 

Where  reafon  faile?,  let  teares  confirme  my  love, 
And  fpeake  how  much  your  paffions  do  me  move. 
Ah,  good  my  lord,  condemne  not  all  for  one  : 
You  have  two  daughters  left,  to  whom  I  know 
You  fhall  be  welcome,  it"  you  pleafe  to  go. 
Leir. 

Oh,  how  thy  words  adde  forrow  to  my  foule, 
To  thinke  of  my  unkindnefie  to  Cordelia! 
Whom  caufe'efle  laid  difpofTefTe  of  all. 
Upon  th'  unkind  fuggeflions  of  her  filters  : 
And  for  her  fake,  I  thinke  this  heavy  doome 
Is  falne  on  me,  and  not  without  defert : 
Yet  unto  Ragan  was  I  alwayes  kinde, 
And  gave  to  her  the  halfe  of  all  I  had  : 
It  may  be,  if  I  mould  to  her  repaire, 
She  would  be  kinder,  and  intreat  me  faire. 
Perillus. 

No  doubt  (he  would,  and  pradife  ere't  be  long, 
By  torce  of  armes  for  to  redrefle  your  wrong. 
Leir. 

Well,  fince  thou  doeft  advife  me  for  to  go, 
I  am  refolv'd  to  try  the  worfl  of  wo.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Ragan  folus. 

Ragan, 
How  may  I  blefle  the  howre  of  my  nativity, 
Which  bodeth  unto  me  fuch  happy  flarres  ! 
How  may  I  thank  kind  fortune,  that  vouchsafes 
To  all  my  actions,  fuch  defir'd  event ! 
I  rule  the  king  of  Cambria  as  I  pleafe : 
The  ilates  are  all  obedient  to  my  will ; 
And  looke  what  ere  I  fay,  it  (hall  be  fo ; 
Not  any  one,  that  dareth  anfivere  no. 
IMy  eld'efl  filler  lives  in  royal  (late, 
And  wanterh  nothing  fitting  her  degree : 
Yet  hath  (he  fuch  a  cooling  card  wkhall, 
As  that  her  hony  favoureth  much  of  gall„ 

My 
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My  father  with  her  is  quarter-mailer  (till, 

And  many  times  reftraines  her  of  her  will : 

But  if  he  were  with  me,  and  feiVd  me  fo, 

Ide  fend  him  packing  fome  where  elfe  to  go. 

Ide  entertaine  him  with  fuch  (lender  cod, 

That  he  (hould  quickly  wi(h  to  change  his  hofl.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Gonorill,  and  attendants. 

Corn- vail. 

Ah,  Gonorill,  what  dire  unhappy  chaunce 
Hath  fequeitred  thy  father  from  our  prefence, 
That  no  report  can  yet  be  heard  of  him  ? 
Some  great  unkindnefle  hath  bin  offred  him, 
Exceeding  far  the  bounds  of  patience  : 
Elfe  all  the  world  (hall  never  me  perfvvade, 
He  would  forfake  us  without  notice  made. 
Gonorill. 

Alas,  my  lord,  whom  doth  it  touch  fo  neere, 
Or  who  hath  intereft  in  this  griefe,  but  I, 
Whom  forrow  had  brought  to  her  longeft  home, 
But  that  I  know  his  qualities  fo  well? 
I  know,  he  is  but  flolne  upon  my  filler 
At  unawares,  to  fee  her  how  (he  fares, 
And  fpend  a  little  time  with  her,  to  note 
How  all  things  goe,  and  how  (he  likes  her  choice : 
And  when  occafion  ferves,  heele  fteale  from  her, 
And  unawares  returne  to  us  againe. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  be  frolick,  and  refolve 
To  fee  my  father  here  againe  ere  long. 
Cornwall* 

I  hope  fo  too ;  but  yet  to  be  more  fure, 
He  fend  a  poile  immediately  to  know 

Whether  he  be  arrived  there  or  no.  [Exit. 

Gonorill. 

But  I  will  intercept  the  meflenger, 
And  temper  him  before  he  doth  depart 
With  fweet  perfvvafions,  and  with  found  rewards, 
That  his  report  (hall  ratify  my  fpeech, 
And  make  my  lord  ceafe  further  to  inquire. 
If  he  be  not  gone  to  my  fillers  court, 

D  d  As 
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As  fure  my  mind  perfageth  that  he  is, 

He  happely  may,  by  travelling  unknowne  wayes, 

Fall  ficke,  and  as  a  common  paffenger, 

Be  dead  and  buried  :  would  God  it  were  fo  well ; 

For  then  there  were  no  more  to  do,  but  this, 

He  went  away*  and  none  knowes  where  he  is. 

But  fay  he  be  in  Cambria  with  the  king, 

And  there  exclaime  againft  me,  as  he  will : 

I  know  he  is  as  welcome  to  my  filter, 

As  water  is  into  a  broken  fhip. 

Well,  after  him  He  fend  fuch  thunderclaps 

Of  flaunder,  fcandal,  and  invented  tales. 

That  all  the  blame  fhall  be  remov'd  from  me, 

And  unperceiv'd  rebound  upon  himfelfe. 

Thus  with  one  naile  another  He  expel, 

And  make  the  world  judge,  that  I  uftle  him  well. 

Enter  the  mejpnger  that  Jbould  go  to  Cambria,   vtitb  a  letter  io 
bis  band* 

Gononi!. 
My  honcft  friend,  whither  away  fo  fall  ? 

Mejpnger. 
To  Cambria,  madam,  with  letters  from  the  king. 

Gonorill. 
To  whom? 

Mejpnger. 
Unto  your  father,  if  he  be  there. 
Gonorill. 
Let  me  fee  them.  [She  opens  than. 

Meffcdger, 
Madam,  I  hope  your  grace  will  lland 
Betweene  me  and  my  neck-verfe,  if  I  be 
Call'd  in  queltion,  for  opening  the  king's  letters* 
GonorilL 
'Twas  I  that  opened  them,  it  was  not  thou. 

Mcflcnger. 
I,  but  you  need  not  care ;  and  fo  mull  I, 
A  handfome  man,  be  quickly  trull:  up, 
And  when  a  man's  hang'd,  all  the  world  cannot  fave  him. 

Gonorill* 
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GonorilL 

He  that  hangs  thee,  were  better  hang  his  father, 
Or  that  but  hurts  thee  in  the  leail  decree, 
I  tell  thee>  we  make  great  account  of  thee. 
,    MeJJ'engcr. 

I  am  o  er-joy\i,  I  furret  of  ivveet  words : 
Ivind  queene,  had  I  a  hundred  lives,  I  would 
Spend  ninety-nine  ot  them  for  you,  for  that  word. 
GonorilL 

I,  but  thou  wouldil  kecpe  one  life  dill, 
And  that's  as  many  as  thou  art  like  to  have. 


MeJJc 


nger. 


That  one  life  is  not  too  deare  for  my  good  queene;  this 
fword,  this  buckler,  this  head,  this  heart,  thefe  hands,  armes, 
legs,  tri})es,  bowels,  and  all  the  members  elfe  whatloever,  are 
at  your  difpofe  ;  ufe  me,  truft  me,  commaund  me  :  if  I  faile  in 
any  thing,  tie  me  to  a  dung  cart,  and  make  a  fcavengers  horie 
of  me,  and  whip  me  lb  long  as  I  have  any  fkin  on  my  back. 
GonorilL 
In  token  of  further  imployment,  take  that. 

[  Flings  him  a  pur/}. 
Mejpnger* 
A  ftrong  bond,  a  flrme  obligation,  good  in  law,  good  in  law  : 
if  I  keepe  not  the  condition,  let  my  necke  be  the  forfeiture  of 
my  negligence. 

Chnoriii, 
I  like  thee  well,  thou  haft  a  good  tounc. 

I  Meffrngen 
And  as  bad  a  toung,  if  it  be  let  on  it,  as  anyoyfterwife  at 
BiUinfgate  hath:   why,  I  have  made   many  of  my  neighbours 
forfake  their  houles  writh  railing  upon  them,  and  go  dwell  elfe 
where;  and  fo  by  my  meanes  houles  have  bin  good  cheape 
in  ourpariih:    my  toung   being  weil  whetted  with  choiler, 
is  more  lharpe  then  a  razer  of  PaUmo. 
GonorilL 
O  thou  art  a  fit  man  for  my  purpofe. 

MeJJenger, 
Commend  me  not,  ftveet  queene,  before  you  try  me, 
As  my  deferts  are,  fo  do  think  of  me. 

D  d  3  GonoriU. 


4*i     THE  HISTORY  OF   KING   LEIR 

Cronorill. 
Well  faid,  then  this  is  thy  trial :  inftead  of  carrying  the 
king's  letters  to  my  father,  carry  thou  thefe  letters  to  my  fifter, 
which  containe  matter  quite  contrary  to  the  other :  there  fhall 
fhe  be  given  to  underftand,  that  my  father  hath  detracted  her, 
given  out  flaundrous  {peaches  againfl  her;  and  that  hee  hath 
moil  intollerably  abufed   me,  fet  my  lord  and  me  at  variance, 
and  made  mutinies  amongft  the  commons. 
Thefe  things  (although  it  be  not  fo) 
Yet  thou  muft  afnrme  them  to  be  true, 
With  othes  and  protections  as  will  ferve 
To  drive  my  lifter  out  of  love  with  him, 
And  caufe  my  will  accomplifned  to  be. 
This  do,  thou  winft  my  favour  for  ever, 
And  makeit  a  hye  way  of  preferment  to  thee 
And  all  thy  friends. 

MeJJenger. 
It  fufficeth,  conceit  it  is  already  done  : 
I  will  fo  toung-whip  him,  that  I  will 
Leave  him  as  bare  of  credit,  as  a  poulrer 
Leaves  a  cony,  when  fhe  pulls  off  his  ikiii. 
GonorilL 
Yet  there  is  a  fun  her  matter. 

MeJJenger, 
I  thirft  to  heare  it. 

GonorilL 
If  my  fifter  thinketh  convenient,  as  my  letters  impoiteth,  to 
make  him  away,  haft  thou  the  heart  to  effect  it  ? 
MeJJenger, 
Few  words  are  beft  in  fo  fmall  a  matter : 
Thefe  are  but  trifles.     By  this  bookel  will.     [Ktges  the  paper. 
GonorilL 
About  it  prefently,  I  long  till  it  be  done. 

MeJJenger. 
I  fly,  I  fly.  \Exeunty. 

Enter  Cordelia  folus, 

Cordelia. 

I  have  bin  over-negligent  to  day, 

In  going  to  the  temple  of  my  God, 

To 
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To  render  thanks  for  all  his  benefits, 

Which  he  miraculoufly  hath  bellowed  on  me, 

In  raifing  me  out  of  my  meane  eftate, 

When  as  I  was  devoid  of  worldly  friends, 

And  placing  me  in  fuch  a  iweet  content, 

As  far  exceeds  the  reach  of  my  deferts; 

My  kingly  huftand,  myrrour  of  his  time, 

For  zeale,  for  juftice,  kindnefle,  and  for  care 

To  God,  his  fubjefts,  me,  and  common  weale, 

By  his  appointment  was  ordained  for  me. 

I  cannot  wifli  the  thing  that  I  do  want ; 

I  cannot  want  the  thing  but  I  may  have, 

Save  only  this  which  I  mall  ne're  obtaine, 

My  father's  love,  oh  this  I  ne're  (hall  gaine. 

I  would  abftaine  from  any  nutryment, 

And  pine  my  body  to  the  very  bones : 

Bare  foote  I  would  on  pilgrimage  fet  forth 

Unto  the  furtheil  quarters  of  the  earth, 

And  all  my  life-time  would  I  fackcloth  weare, 

And  mourning-wife  powre  dull  upon  my  head : 

So  he  but  to  forgive  me  once  would  pleafe, 

That  his  gray  haires  might  go  to  heaven  in  peace. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  I  him  offended, 

Or  wherein  juftly  I  have  deferved  blame.  ^ 

Oh,  fillers !  you  are  much  to  blame  in  this, 

It  was  not  he,  but  you  that  did  me  wrong  : 

Yet  God  forgive  both  him,  and  you,  and  me  ; 

Even  as  I  doe  in  perfit  charity. 

I  will  to  church,  and  pray  unto  my  Saviour, 

That  ere  I  die,  I  may  obtaine  his  favour.  [Exit. 

Enter  Leir  and  Peri  11  us  faintly.    . 

Perilks. 
Reft  on  me,  my  lord,  and  ftay  yourfelfe, 
The  way  feemes  tedious  to  your  aged  limmes. 
Leir. 
Nay,  reft  on  me,  kind  friend,  and  ftay  thyfelfe, 
Thou  art  as  old  as  I,  but  more  kind. 

D  d  j  PerVthu 
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Perillus. 
Ah,  good  my  lord,  it  ill  befits,  that  I 
Should  ieane  upon  the  perfon  or'  a  king. 
Lcir. 
But  it  fits  worfe,  that  I  fhould  bring  thee  forth, 
That  had  no  caufe  to  come  along  with  me, 
Through  theie  uncouth  paths,  and  tireful  wayes, 
And  never  eafe  thy  fainting  limmes  a  whit. 
Thou  hall  lett  all,  I,  all  to  come  with  me, 
And  I,  tor  all,  have  nought  to  guerdon  thee, 
Perilius. 
Ceafe,  good  my  lord,  to  aggravate  my  woes 
With  thefe  kind  words,  which  cuts  my  heart  in  two, 
To  think  your  will  Ihould  want  the  power  to  do. 
Leir. 
Ceafe,  good  Perilius,  for  to  call  me  lord, 
And  think  me  but  the  fhaddow  of  myfelfe. 
Perilius. 
That  honourable  title  will  I  give 
Unto  my  lord,  fo  long  as  I  cio  live. 
Oh,  be  of  comfort  j  for  I  fee  the  place 
Whereas  your  daughter  keeps  her  relidence. 
And  loe,  in  happy  time  the  Camhrian  prince 
Is  here  arriv'd,  to  gratify  our  comming. 

Enter  the  prince  of  Cambria,  Ragan,  and  nobles  :  looke  upon  tben)\ 
and  ivkij'pcr  together. 

jLeir, 
Were  I  bed  fpeak,  or  fit  me  downe  and  dye  ? 
I  am  alham'd  to  tell  this  heavy  tale. 
Perilius, 
Then  let  me  tell  it,  if  you  pleafe,  my  lord  : 
JTis  frame  for  them  that  weie  the  caufe  the»eof. 
Cambria. 
What  two  old  men  are  thole  that  feeme  fo  fad  } 
Me  thinks,  1  Ihould  remember  well  their  lookes. 
Ragan. 
No,  I  miitake  not,  fure  it  is  my  father : 
I  B»u(t  dilfemble  kindncfle  now  of  force. 
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She  runneth  to  him,  and  hecks  doivne,  faying : 
Father,  I  bid  you  welcome,  full  of  griefe, 
To  Ice  your  grace  ufde  thus  unworthily, 
And  ill  befitting  tor  your  reverend  age, 
To  come  on  foot  a  journey  fo  mdurabie. 
Oh,  what  difefter  chaunce  hath  bin  the  cauie, 
To  make  vour  cheeks  fo  hollow,  fpare  and  leane  ? 
He  cannot  fpeake  for  weeping  :  tor  God  s  love,  come, 
Let  us  refrelh  him  with  fome  needful  things, 
And  at  more  leifure  we  may  better  know, 
Whence  fprings  the  ground  of  this  unlookt-tor  wo. 
Cambria 
Come,  father,  ere  we  any  further  talke, 
You  (hall  KfeO.  you  after  this  weary  walk.^  ^  ^^ 

Ragan, 
Comes  he  to  me  with  finger  in  the  eye, 
To  tell  a  tale  again  ft  my  filter  here  ? 
Whom  I  do  know,  he  greatly  hath  abufde : 
And  now  like  a  contentious  crafty  wretch, 
He  firft  begins  for  to  complaine  himfelre, 
When  as  himfelfe  is  in  the  greateft  fault  ? 
He  not  be  partial  in  my  filter's  caufe, 
Not  yet  beleeve  his  doting  vaine  reports : 
Who  for  a  trifle  (lately)  I  dare  fay, 
Upon  a  fpleene  is  ftolen  thence  away : 

And  here  (forfooth)  he  hopeth  to  have  harbour, 

And  to  be  moan'd  and  made  on  like  a  child  : 

£ut  ere't  be  long,  his  comming  he  {hall  curfe, 

And  truely  fay,  he  came  from  bad  to  worfe : 

Yet  will  I  make  faire  weather,  to  procure 

Convenient  meanes,  and  then  He  ftrike  it  fur©.  \^*  - 

Enter  Mejfenger  folus. 
Monger. 
Now  happily  I  am  arrived  here, 
Before  the  ftatelv  palace  of  the  Cambrian  king : 
If  Lcir  be  here  fafe- feared,  and  in  reft, 
To  rowfe  him  from  it  I  will  do  my  belt,  ^ 
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Enter  Ragan. 

Now  bags  of  gold,  your  vertue  is  {no  doubt) 
To  make  me  in  my  melTage  bold  and  Hour. 
The  King  of  heaven  preierve  your  majefty, 
And  fend  your  highnefle  evcrlafting  raigne. 
Ragan. 
Thanks,  good  my  friend ;  but  what  imports  thy  mcflhge  ? 

Mejfcnger. 
Kind  greetings  from  the  CVwawaZ/queene: 
The  refidue  thefe  letters  will  declare.         [She  opens  the  Utters* 
Ragan, 
How  fares  our  royal  fifler  ? 

Mejfcnger. 
I  did  leave  her,  at  my  parting,  in  good  health. 

[She  reads  the  letter,  frownes,  andjlamb:* 
See  how  her  colour  comes  and  goes  againe, 
Now  red  as  fcarlet,  now  as  pale  as  am  : 
See  how  ihe  knits  her  brow,  and  bites  her  lips, 
And  ftamps,  and  makes  a  dumbe  fhew  of  difdaine, 
Mixt  with  revenge,  and  violent  extreames. 
Here  will  be  more  worke  and  more  crownes  for  me. 
Ragan. 
Alas,  poore  fcule,  and  hath  he  ufde  her  thus  ? 
And  is  he  now  come  hither,  with  intent 
To  let  divorce  betwixt  my  lord  and  me  ? 
Doth  he  give  out,  that  he  doth  heare  report, 
That  I  do  1  ule  my  hufband  as  I  lift, 
And  therefore  meanes  to  alter  fo  the  cafe, 
That  I  (hall  know  my  lord  to  be  my  head  ? 
Weil,  it  were  bed  for  him  to  take  good  heed, 
Or  I  will  make  him  hop  without  a  head, 
For  his  prefumption,  dottard  that  he  is. 
In  Cornwall  he  hath  made  fuch  mutinies, 
Firit,  fcuing  of  the  king  againft  the  queenc ; 
Then  ftirring  up  the  commons  'gainit  the  king  j 
That  had  he  there  continued  any  longer, 
lie  had  bin  cali'd  in  queilion  for  his  facl. 
Bo  upon  thatcccafion  thence  he  fled, 
And  comes  thus  flily  Healing  unto  us : 

And- 
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And  now  already  fince  his  coming  hither, 
My  lord  and  he  are  growne  in  fuch  a  league, 
That  I  can  have  no  conference  with  his  grace : 
I  leave,  he  doth  already  intimate 
Some  forged  cavillations  'gainit  my  flate :    » 
•  Tis  therefore  belt  to  cut  him  off  in  time, 
Lell  flaunderous  rumours  once  abroad  difperfr, 
It  is  too  late  for  them  to  be  reverft. 
Friend,  as  the  tennour  of  thefe  letters  fhewes, 
My  filler  puts  great  confidence  in  thee. 
MeJJenger* 

She  never  yet  committed  trull  to  me, 
But  that  il  hope)  me  found  mealwayes  faithful: 
So  will  I  be  to  any  friend  of  hers, 
That  hath  occalion  to  imploy  my  helpe. 
Ragan, 

Hall  thou  the  heart  to  act  a  ftratagem, 
And  give  a  flabbe  or  two,  if  need  require : 
MeJJenger, 

I  have  a  heart  compact  of  adamant, 
Which  never  knew  what  melting  pitty  meant, 
I  weigh  no  more  the  murdring  of  a  man, 
Then  I  refpect  the  cracking  of  a  flea, 
When  I  doe  catch  her  biting  on  my  fkin. 
If  you  will  have  your  hufband  or  your  father, 
Or  both  of  them  lent  to  another  world, 
Do  but  commaund  me  doo't,  it  fhall  be  done. 
Ragan, 

It  is  ynough,  we  make  no  doubt  of  thee': 
Meet  us  to  morrow  here,  at  nine  a  clock  : 
Meane  while,  farewel,  and  drink  that  for  my  fake.  [Exit, 

MeJJenger. 

I,  this  is  it  will  make  me  do  the  deed: 
Oh,  had  I  every  day  fuch  cullomers, 
This  were  the  gainefulft  trade  in  Cbriflendome  I 
A  purfe  of  gold  giv'n  for  a  paltry  flabbe! 
Why,  heres  a  wench  that  longs  to  have  a  flabbe. 
Wei,  I  could  give  it  her,  and  ne're  hurt  her  neither. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Gall! an  h'ngt  and  Cordelia. 

King. 

When  will  thefe  clouds  of  forrow  once  difperfe, 
And  fmiling  joy  triumph  upon  thy  brow? 
When  will  this  fcene  of  fadnefle  have  an  end, 
And  pleafant  acls  infue,  to  move  delight  ? 
When  will  my  lovely  queene  ceafe  to  lament, 
And  take  fome  comfort  to  her  grieved  thoughts  ? 
If  of  thyfelfe  thou  daignft  to  have  no  care, 
Yet  pitty  me,  whom  thy  griefe  makes  defpaire. 
Cordelia, 

O,  grieve  not  you,  my  lord,  you  have  no  caufe; 
Let  not  my  paffions  move  your  mind  a  whit : 
For  I  am  bound  by  nature  to  lament 
For  his  ill  tvill,  that  life  to  me  firft  lent. 
If  fo  the  flocke  be  dryed  with  diidaine, 
Withered  and  fere  the  branch  muft  needs  remaine. 
King. 

But  thou  art  now  graft  in  another  flock  ; 
I  am  the  {lock,  and  thou  the  lovely  branch  : 
And  from  my  root  continual  fap  fhall  flow, 
To  make  thee  flouvilh  with  perpetual  fpring. 
Forget  thy  father  and  thy  kindred  now, 
£ince  they  rorfakc  thee  like  inhumane  beaftes ; 
Thinke  they  are  dead,  fince  all  their  kindnefle  dies, 
.And  bury  them,  where  black  oblivion  lies. 
Think  not  thou  art  the  daughter  of  old  Lcir, 
Who  did  unkindly  difinherit  thee: 
But  think  thou  arr  the  noble  Galllan  queene, 
And  wife  to  him  that  dearely  loveth  thee  : 
Embrace  the  joyes  that  prefent  with  thee  dwell,  \ 

Let  forrow  packe  and  hide  herlelfe  in  hell. 
Cordelia. 

Not  that  I  mifie  my  country  or  my  kinne, 
My  old  acquaintance  or  my  ancient  friends, 
Doth  any  whit  diftemperate  my  mind. 
Knowing  you,  xvhich  are  more  deare  to  me 
Then  country,  kin,  and  ail  things  els  can  be. 


Yet 
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Yet  pardon  me,  my  gracious  lord,  in  this : 
For  what  can  ftop  the  courfe  of  nature's  power  ? 
As  eafy  is  it  tor  foure-footed  beatts, 
To  (lay  themfelves  upon  the  liquid  aire, 
And  mount  aloft  into  the  element, 
And  overif  rip  the  feathered  fowles  in  flight : 
As  eafy  is  it  for  the  (limy  fifh, 
To  live  and  thrive  without  the  helpe  of  water: 
As  eafy  is  it  for  the  blackamoore,  ^ 
To  warn  the  tawny  colour  from  his  fkin, 
Which  all  oppofe  againit  the  courfe  of  nature  : 
As  I  am  able  to  forget  my  father. 
King* 
Myrrour  of  vertue,  Phoenix  of  our  age ! 
Too  kind  a  daughter  for  an  unkind  father, 

Be  of  good  comrort ;  for  I  will  difpatch 
Ambaffadors  immediately  for  Brittaine, 
Unto  the  king  of  Cornwall's  court,  whereas 

Your  father  keepeth  now  his  refidence, 

And  in  the  kindeit  maner  him  intreat, 

That,  fetting  former  grievances  apart, 

He  will  be  pleafde  to  come  and  vifit  us,. 

If  no  intreaty  will  fuffice  the  turne, 

He  offer  him  the  halfe  of  all  my  crowne : 

If  that  moves  not,  weele  furnifh  out  a  fleet, 

And  faile  to  Cornwall  for  to  vifit  him  ; 

And  there  you  (hall  be  firmely  reconcilde 

In  perfit  love,  as  card  you  were  before. 
V  Cordelia. 

Where  toung  cannot  fufficient  thanks  afford, 

The  king  of  heaven  remunerate  my  lord. 
King. 
Only  be  blithe,  and  frolick  (lweet)  with  me ; 

This  and  much  more  He  do  to  comfort  thee. 

Enter  Mejfenger  folus. 

Mcjfenger. 
It  is  a  world  to  fee  now  J  am  fluih, 
flow  many  friends  I  purchafe  every  where! 


How 
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How  many  feekes  to  creepe  info  my  favour, 

And  kifle  their  hands,  and  bend  their  knees  to  me ! 

No  more,  here  comes  the  queene,  now  (hall  I  know  her  mind, 

And  hope  for  to  derive  more  crownes  from  her. 

Enter  Ragan. 

Ragan. 
My  friend,  I  fee  thou  mind'fl  thy  promife  well, 
And  art  before  me  here,  me  thinks,  to  day. 
Mjjengrr. 
I  am  a  poore  man,  and  it  like  your  grace  ; 
But  yet  I  alwayes  love  to  keepe  my  word. 
Ragan. 
Wei,  keepe  thy  word  with  me,  and  thou  {halt  fee, 
That  of  a  poore  man  I  will  make  thee  rich. 
MeJJenger. 
I  long  to  heare  it,  it  might  have  bin  difpatcht, 
If  you  had  told  me  of  it  yefternight. 
Ragan. 
It  is  a  thing  of  right  flrange  confequence, 
And  well  I  cannot  utter  it  in  words. 
MeJJenger. 
It  is  more  flrange,  that  I  am  not  by  this 
Befide  myfelfe,  with  longing  for  to  heare  it. 
Were  it  to  meet  the  devil  ia  his  denne, 
And  try  a  bout  with  him  for  a  fcratcht  face, 
Ide  undertake  it,  if  you  would  but  bid  me. 
Ragan. 
Ah,  good  my  friend,  that  I  mould  have  thee  do 
Is  fuch  a  thing,  as  I  do  fhame  to  fpeake  ; 
Yet  it  mud  needs  be  done. 

MeJJenger. 
He  fpeake  it  for  thee,  queene  :  (hall  I  kill  thy  father? 
I  know  'tis  that ;  and  if  it  be  fo,  fay. 
Ragan. 
I. 

MeJJenger. 
Why,  that's  ynough. 

Ragan, 
And  yet  that  is  not  all. 

MeJJcngtr. 
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MrJJenger. 

What  elfe  ? 

Ragan. 
Thou  mufl  kill  that  old  man  that  came  with  him, 

McJJcngcr. 
Here  are  two  hands,  for  eche  of  them  is  one. 

Ragan, 
And  for  eche  hand  here  is  a  recompence. 

[Gives  htm  tiV0  pur/es. 
MeJJengcr. 
Oh,  that  I  had  ten  hands  by  miracle  ! 
I  could  teare  ten  in  pieces  with  my  teeth, 
So  in  my  mouth  yould  put  a  purle  of  gold. 
But  in  what  maimer  muit  it  be  effected  ? 
Ragan. 
To  morrow  morning  ere  the  breake  of  day, 
I  by  a  wyle  will  fend  them  to  the  thicket, 
That  is  about  fome  two  miles  from  the  court, 
And  promife  them  to  meet  them  there  myfelfe, 
Becaufe  I  muft  have  private  conference, 
About  fome  news  I  have  receiv'd  from  Cornwall. 
This  is  ynough,  I  know,  they  will  not  faile, 
And  then  be  ready  for  to  play  thy  part : 
Which  done,  thou  mayfl  right  eafily  efcape, 
And  no  man  once  miftruft  thee  for  the  facl: 
But  yet,  before  thou  profecute  the  act, 
Shew  him  the  letter,  which  my  filler  fenr, 
There  let  him  read  his  owne  inditement  firfr, 
And  then  proceed  to  execution : 
But  fee  thou  faint  not  j  for  they  will  fpeake  faire, 
Mcjfcngcr. 
Could  he  fpeak  words  as  pleaiing  as  the  pipe 
Qt  Mercury,  which  charm'd  the  hundred  eyes 
Of  watchful  Argosy  and  inforc'd  him  fleepe: 
Yet  here  are  words  fo  pleaiing  to  my  thoughts,       [To  thepurfe. 
As  quite  (hall  take  away  the  found  of  his.  [Exit. 

Ragan. 
About  it  then,  and  when  thou  hall  ^lifpatcht, 
He  find  a  meanes  to  fend  thee  after  him.  [Exit. 


r  rum. 


Enter 
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Enter  Cornwall  and  G.morill. 

Cornwall, 

I  wonder  that  the  melTenger  doth  ftay, 
Whom  we  difpatcht  for  Cambria  fo  long  fince  : 
It  that  his  anfwere  do  not  pleafe  us  well, 
And  he  do  mew  good  reafon  for  delay, 
He  teach  him  how  to  dally  with  his  king, 
And  to  detaine  us  in  fuch  long  fufpence. 
GonorilL  , 

My  lord,  I  thinke  the  reafon  may  be  this : 
My  father  meanes  to  come  along  with  him  ; 
And  therefore  'tis  his  pleafure  he  ihall  itay, 
For  to  attend  upon  him  on  the  way. 
Cornwall. 

It  may  be  fo,  and  therefore  till  I  know 
The  truth  thereof,  I  will  fufpend  my  judgement. 

Enter  Servant, 

»  Servant* 

And't  like  your  grace,  there  is  an  ambalTador 
Arrived  from  Gallia  t  and  craves  admittance  to  your  majeily. 
Cornwall 
From  Gallia  ?  what  mould  his  melTage 
Hither  import  f  is  not  your  father  happely 
Gone  thither  ?  well,  whatfoere  it  be, 
Bid  him  come  in,  he  ihall  have  audience. 

Enter  Ambajfador* 

What  newes  from  Gallia  f  fpeake,  ambafTatlor. 
AmbaJJador. 
The  noble  king  and  queene  of  Gallia  firft  falutes, 
By  me,  their  honourable  father,  my  lord  Leir  : 
Next,  they  commend  them  kindly  to  your  graces, 
As  thofe  whofe  wellfare  they  intirely  wiih. 
Letters  I  have  to  deliver  to  my  lord  JLeir, 
And  prefents  too,  if  I  might  fpeake  with  him. 
Gonorill. 
If  you  might  fpeak  with  him  ?  why,  do  you  thinke, 
We  are  afraid  that  you  ihould  fpeake  with  him  ? 

AmlaJJlidor, 
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AmbaJJadvr. 
Pardon  me,  madam  ;  for  I  thinke  not  fo, 
But  fay  fo  only,  'caufe  he  is  not  here. 
CormvalL 
Indeed,  my  friend,  upon  fome  urgent  caufe, 
He  is  at  this  time  abfent  rrom  the  court:. 
But  if  a  day  or  two  you  here  repofe, 
Tis  very  likely  you  (hall  have  him  here, 
Or  elfe  have  certaine  notice  where  he  is. 
Gonorill. 
Are  not  we  worthy  to  receive  your  meftage  ? 

AmbaJTador. 
I  had  in  charge  to  do  it  to  himfelie. 

Gonorill, 
It  may  be  then  'twill  not  be  done  in  hafte.  [To  herfelfc. 

How  doth  my  filler  brooke  the  aire  of  Fraunce? 
AmbaJTador ; 
Exceeding  well,  and  never  ficke  one  hourr, 
Since  firft  fhe  fet  her  foot  upon  the  Ihore. 
Gonorill, 
I  am  the  more  forry. 

AmbaJJador, 
I  hope  not  fo,  madam. 

Gonorill. 
Didft  thou  not  fay,  that  me  was  ever  ficke, 
Since  the  fir  ft  houre  that  fhe  arrived  these  I 
Atitbajpidor, 
No,  madam,  I  faid  quite  contrary. 

Gonorill. 
Then  I  miftooke  thee. 

Cornwall. 
Then  fhe  is  merry,  if  (he  have  her  health. 

AmbaJJador. 
Oh  no,  her  griefe  exceeds,  until  the  tim£ 
That  fhe  be  reconcil'd  unto  her  father. 
Gonorill. 
God  continue  it. 

Ambaffador, 
What,  madam  ? 

Gonoriih 
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Gonorill, 
Why,  her  health. 

Ambajjador. 
Amen  to  that :  but  God  releafe  her  griefe, 
And  fend  her  father  in  a  better  mind, 
Then  to  continue  alvvayes  fo  unkind. 
Cornwall. 
He  be  a  mediator  in  her  caufe, 
And  feeke  all  meanes  to  expiat  his  wrath. 
AmbaJ/ador. 
Madam,  I  hope  your  grace  w  ill  do  the  like. 

Gonorill. 
Should  I  be  a  meane  to  exafperate  his  wrath 
Againll  my  fifter,  whom  I  love  fo  deare  ?  no,  no, 
Ambajjador. 
To  expiate  or  mittigate  his  wrath  : 
For  he  hath  mifconceived  without  a  caufe. 
Gonorill. 
O,  I,  what  elfe  ? 

Ambajjador. 
'Tis  pit}'  it  fhould  be  fo  ;    would  it  were  otherwifg* 

Gonorill. 
It  were  great  pity  it  fhould  be  otherwife. 

Ambajjador. 
Then  how,  madam  ? 

Gonorill. 
Then  that  they  fhould  be  reconcilde  againe. 

Ambajjador. 
It  fhewes  you  beare  an  honourable  mind. 

Gonorill. 
It  fhewes  thy  underflanding  to  be  blind, 
And  that  thou  hadfl  need  of  an  interpreter  : 

[Speakes  to  berfelfe. 
Well,  I  will  know  thy  meflage  ere't  be  long, 
And  find  a  meane  to  crofl'e  it,  if  I  can. 
Cornwall. 
Come  in,  my  friend,  and  frolick  in  our  court, 
Till  certaine  notice' of  my  father  come.  [Exeunt. 

6  Enter 
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Enter  Leir  and  Perillus. 

Perillus. 
My  lord,  you  are  up  to  day  before  your  houre, 
*Tis  newes  to  you  to  be  abroad  ib  rathe. 
Leir . 
Tis  newes  indeed,  I  am  fo  extreme  heavy, 
That  J  can  fcarcely  keepe  my  eye-lids  open. 
Perillus. 
And  ib  am  I,  but  I  impute  the  caufe 
To  rifing  fooner  then  we  ufe  to  do. 
Leir. 
Hither  my  daughter  meanes  to  come  difguis  *d : 
He  fit  me  downe,  and  read  until  ihe  come. 

[Pulls  out  a  looke,  and  Jits  downe. 
Perillus. 
Sheele  not  be  long,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord  : 
But  fay,  a  couple  or  thefe  they  call  good  fellowes 
Shculd  Hep  out  df  a  hedge,  and  fet  upon  us, 
We  were  in  good  cafe  for  to  anfwere  them. 
Leir. 
'Twere  not  for  us  to  Hand  upon  our  hands. 

Perillus. 
I  teare,  we  fcant  mould  iland  upon  our  legs. 
But  how  mould  we  do  to  defend  ourfelves  ? 
Leir. 
Even  pray  to  God,  to  bleiTe  us  from  their  hands : 
For  fervent  prayer  much  ill  hap  withilands. 
Perillus. 
He  fit  and  pray  with  you  for  company  ; 
Yet  was  I  ne're  fo  heavy  in  my  life,,  [They  fall  loth  a/leepe. 

Enter  the  Mejpnger,  or  murtberer,  with  two  daggers  in  bis  hands. 

Mtjfenger. 
Were  it  not  a  mad  jett,  if  cwo  or  three  of  my  profeftion 
fhould  meet  me,  and  lay  me  downe  in  a  ditch,  and  play  robbe 
thietj  with  me,  and  perforce  take  my  gold  away  from  me, 
whileit  I  aft  this  ftratagem,  arid  by  this  meanes  the  gray  beards 
mould  efcape?  Faith,  when  1  were  at  liberty  againe,  I  would 
E  e  make 
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make  no  more  to  do,  but  go  to  the  next  tree,  and  there  hang 
myfelfe.  [Sees  them,  andjlarts. 

But  flay,  me  thinks,  my  youthes  are  here  already, 
And  with  pure  zeale  have  prayed  themfeives  afleepe. 
I  thinke,  they  know  to  what  intent  they  came, 
And  are  provided  for  another  world. 

[He  takes  their  hookes  away. 
Now  could  I  flab  them  bravely,  while  they  fleepe, 
And  in  a  maner  put  them  to  no  paine ; 
And  doing  fo,  I  fhewed  them  mighty  friendihip  : 
For  feare  of  death  is  worfe  then  death  itfelfe. 
But  that  my  fweet  queene  will'd  me  for  to  fhew 
This  letter  to  them,  ere  I  did  the  deed. 
Maffe,  they  begin  to  ftirre  :  He  fland  afide  ; 
So  {hall  I  come  upon  them  unawares.  \ffbey  wake  and  rife, 

Leir, 
I  marvel,  that  my  daughter  flays  fo  long. 

Perillus. 
I  feare,  we  did  miflake  the  place,  my  lord. 

Leir. 
God  graunt  we  do  not  mifcarry  in  the  place  : 
I  had  a  ftiort  nap,  but  fo  full  of  dread, 
As  much  amazeth  me  to  think  thereof. 
Perillus. 
Feare  not,  my  lord,  dreames  are  but  fantafies, 
And  flight  imaginations  of  the  braine. 
Mejjenger. 
Perfwade  him  fo,  but  He  make  him  and  you 
Confeffe,  that  dreames  do  often  prove  too  true. 
Perillus. 
I  pray,  my  lord,  what  was  the  effect  of  it  ? 
I  may  go  neere  to  gefle  what  it  pretends. 
.  Mcffcngcr. 
Leave  that  to  me,  I  will  expound  the  dreame. 

Leir. 
Me  thought,  my  daughters,  Gonorill  and  Ragan, 
Stood  both  before  me  with  fuch  grim  afpecls, 
Eche  hrandiihing  a  faulchion  in  their  hand, 
B.eady  to  lop  a  lymme  off  where  it  fell, 
And  in  their  other  hands  a  naked  poinyard, 

Wherewith 
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Wherewith  they  flabb'd  me  in  a  hundred  places, 
And  to  their  thinking  left  me  there  for  dead  : 
But  then  my  youngclt  daughter,  lair  Cordelia, 
Came  with  a  boxe  of  balfome  in  her  hand, 
And  powred  it  into  my  bleeding  wounds ; 
By  whole  good  means  I  was  recovred  well, 
In  perfit  health,  as  earll  I  was  before: 
And  with  the  feare  of  this  I  did  awake, 
And  yet  for  feare  my  feeble  joints  c\o  quake. 
Mrflettger, 
He  make  you  quake  for  fomething  prefently. 
Stand,  fland.  [They  reek, 

Lelr, 
We  do,  my  friend,  although  with  much  ado?. 

Mejjetigcr* 
Deliver,  deliver. 

Ptrilhu. 
Deliver  us,  good  Lord,  from  fuch  as  he. 

MeJJenger. 
You  mould  have  prayed  before,  while  it  was  time, 
And  then  perhaps,  you  might  have  fcapt  my  hands : 
But  \ou,  like  faithful  watch-men,  fell  afieepe, 
The  whilil  I  came  and  tooke  your  halberds  from  you. 

[Shews  their  bookes. 
And  now  you  want  your  weapons  of  defence, 
How  have  you  any  hope  to  be  delivered  ? 
This  comes,  becaufe  you  have  no  better  flay, 
But  fall  aileepe,  when  you  fhould  watch  and  pray. 
Lelr. 
My  friend,  thou  feemft  to  be  a  proper  man. 

Mrf-nger. 
'Sblood,  how  the  old  (lave  clawes  me  by  the  elbow  ? 
He  thinks,  belike,  to  fcape  by  fcraping  thus. 
Perillus.  ■ 
And  it  may  be,  are  in  fome  need  of  money. 

Mejfenger. 
That  to  be  falfe,  behold  my  evidence.         [Shelves  hispurfes. 

Lelr. 
If  that  I  have  will  do  thee  any  good, 
I  give  it  thee,  even  with  a  right  good  will.  [Takes  it. 

E  e  2  Perillus, 
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Perillus. 
Here,  take  mine  too,  and  u  ifh  wifh  all  my  heart, 
To  do  thee  pleaiuie,  it  were  twice  as  much. 

[Takes  bis,  and  weighs  them  both  in  his  hands, 
Meffenger. 
He  none  of  them,  they  are  too  light  for  me. 

[Puts  them  in  his  pocket. 
Leir. 
Why  then  farewell :  and  if  thou  have  occafion 
In  any  thing,  to  ufe  me  to  the  queene, 

'Tis  like  ynough  that  I  can  pleafure  thee.      [They proffer  to  goe. 
Mejfenger. 
Do  you  heare,  do  you  heare,  fir? 
If  I  had  occafi; n  to  ufe  you  to  the  queene, 
Would  you  do  one  thing  for  rne  I  mould  afke? 
Leir. 
I,  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  power. 
Here  is  my  hand  upon  it,  fo  farewel.  [Proffer  to  goe. 

McJJi-dgcr. 
Heare  you,  fir,  heare  you?  pray,  a  word  with  you. 
Me  thinks,  a  comely  honeit.  ancient  man 
Should  not  diflemble  with  one  for  a  vantage. 
I  know,  when  I  (hall  come  to  try  this  geare, 
You  will  recant  from  all  that  you  have  faid. 
PeriUus. 
Miftiuit.  not  him,  but  try  him  when  thou  wilt: 
He  is  her  father,  therefore  may  do  much. 
Meffenger. 
I  know  he  is,  and  therefore  meane  to  try  him : 
You  are  his  friend  too,  I  muil  try  you  botii. 
Ambo. 
Prithy  do,  prithy  do.  [Proffer  to  go  out. 

Mcjjen^cr. 
Stay  grey-beards  then,  and  prove  men  of  your  words  : 
The  nuecne  harh  tied  me  by  a  folemne  othe, 
Heie  in  this  pi:ice  to  fee  you  both  diiparcht : 
Now  for  the  lategard  or  my  conscience, 
Do  me  the  pleafure  for  to  kill  yourielves: 
So  mall  you  lave  me  labour  for  to  do  it, 
And  prove  yourlelves  true  old  men  of  your  words. 

4  An4 
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And  here  I  vow  in  fight  of  all  the  world, 
I  ne're  will  trouble  you  whilfl  1  live  againe. 
Leir. 

Affright  us  not  with  terro  ir,  good  my  friend, 
Nor  llrike  Inch  feare  iu'o  our  a^ed  hearts. 
Play  no!  the  cat,  which  dallieth  with  the  moufe  ; 
And  on  a  fudden  maketh  her  a  prey  : 
But  if  thou  art  markt  for  the  man  of  death 
To  me  and  to  my  Damion,  tell  me  plaine, 
That  we  may  be  prepared  for  rhe  ffroke, 
And  make  ourfeives  tit  for  the  world  to  come. 
MeJJenger. 

I  am  the  lafr.  of  any  mortal  race, 
Thar  ere  your  eyes  are  likely  to  behold, 
#And  hither  fent  of  purpofe  to  this  place, 
'To  give  a  final  period  to  your  dayes, 
Which  are  io  wicked,  and  have  lived  fo  long, 
That  your  owne  children  feeke  to  ihort  your  life. 
Leir. 

Camft  thou  from  France,  of  purpofe  to  do  this? 
MeJJenger, 

From  France  ?  zoones,  do  I  looke  like  a  Frenchman  ? 
Sure  I  have  not  mine  owne  face  on  ;  lbme  body  hath  chang'd 
faces  with  me,  and  I  know  not  of  it :  but  I  am  fure,  my  apparel 
is  all  Englijb.  Sirrah,  what  meaneft  thou  to  afke  that  queition  r* 
I  could  fpoile  the  fafliion  of  this  face  for  anger.  A  French 
face! 

Leir. 

Becaufe  my  daughter,  whom  I  have  offended, 
And  at  whole  hands  I  have  deferv'd  as  ill, 
As  ever  any  father  did  of  child, 
Is  queene  ot  Fraunce,  no  thanks  at  all  to  me, 
But  unto  God,  who  my  injuitice  fee. 
If  it  be  fo,  that  thee  doth  feeke  revenge, 
As  with  good  reaion  (he  mayju  tly  do, 
I  will  molt  willingly  refigne  my  life, 
A  facrifice  to  mittigate  her  ire : 
I  never  will  intreat  thee  to  forgive, 
Becauie  I  am  unworthy  for  to  live. 

E  e  3  Therefore 
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Therefore  fpeake  foone,  and  I  will  foone  make  fpeed ; 
Whether  Cordelia  wiil'd  the:  do  this  deed  ? 
Mffi 

As  I  am  a  perfit  gentleman,  thou  fpeakfl  French  to  me: 
I  never  heard  Cordelia? s  name  before* 
Nol  never  was  in  Fratince  in  all  my  life  : 
I  never  knew  thou  hadfl  a  da6ghler  there, 
To  whom  thou  didft  ;  r.kir.d  a  churle : 

But  thy  owne  toung  declares  that  thou  halt  bin 
A  vile  old  wretch,  and  full  of  heinous  fin. 
Leir. 

Ah,  no,  my  friend,  thou  art  deceived  much : 
For  her  except,  whom  I  confefie  I  wrongd, 
Through  doting  frenzy,  and  o're-jelous  love, 
There  lives  nor  any  under  heavens  blight  eye, 
That  can  convict  me  ot  impietv  : 
And  thereiore  fure  thou  doil  miftake  the  marke  : 
For  I  am  in  true  peace  with  all  the  world. 
Mcjfaigcr. 

You  are  the  fitter  for  the  King  of  heaven  : 
And  therefore,  for  to  rid  thee  of  fufpence, 
Know  thou,  the  queenes  of  Cambria  and  Cor?i~i\tll% 
Thy  owne  two  daughters,  Gonori 11  and  Ragant 
Appointed  me  to'matfaere  thee  here. 
Why  wouldil  thou  then  pcrfwade  me,  that  thou  arc 
In  charity  with  all  the  world?  but  now 
When  thy  owne  iffue  hold  thee  in  fuch  hate, 
That  they  have  hired  me  t'abbiidge  thy  fate, 
Oh,  fy  upon  luch  vile  diflemblihg  breatn, 
That  would  deceive,  even  at  the  point  of  death, 
Perillus. 

Am  I  awake,  or  h  it  but  a  dreame  r 
TfieJJenger, 

Feare  nothing,  man,  thou  art  but  in  a  dreame, 
And  thou  (halt  r.cvct  wake  until  doomefday  ; 
By  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  have  flept  ynough. 
heir. 

Yet,  gentle  friend,  graunt  one  thing  ere  I  die, 
Mcjjl 

lie  graunt  you  any  thing,  except  your  lives. 
. 
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Lelr. 
Oh,  but  allure  me  by  fome  certaine  token, 
That  my  two  daughters  hired  thee  to  this  deed  : 
If  .1  were  once  refolv'd  of  that,  then  I 
Would  wi(h  no  longer  life,  but  crave  to  die. 
Mejfenger, 
That  to  be  true,  in  fight  or"  heaven  I  fweare. 

Leir. 
Svveare  not  by  heaven,  for  feare  of  punimment: 
The  heavens  are  guiltleife  of  fuch  hainous  acts. 
MeJJenger. 
I  fweare  by  earth,  the  mother  of  us  all. 

Leir. 
Sweare  not  by  earth :  for  fhe  abhors  to  beare 
Such  ballards,  as  are  murtherers  of  her  fonnes. 
MeJJenger. 
Why  then,  by  hell,  and  all  the  devils  I  fweare. 

Leir. 
Sweare  not  by  hell ;  for  that  (lands  gaping  wide, 
To  fwallow  thee,  and  if  thou  do  this  deed. 

[Thunder  and  lightning* 
Mcjfenger, 
I  would  that  word  were  in  his  belly  againe, 
It  hath  frighted  me  even  to  the  very  heart ; 
This  old  man  is  fome  ftrong  magician  : 
His  words  have  turnd  my  mind  from  this  exploit. 
Then  neither  heaven,  earth,  nor  hell,  be  witnefle ; 
But  let  this  paper  witnelfe  for  them  all. 

[Shelves  GonotiWs  kt/er. 
Shall  I  relent,  or  (hall  I  profecute  ? 
Shall  I  refolve,  or  were  I  bed  recant  ? 
I  will  not  crack  my  credit  with  two  queenes, 
To  whom  I  have  already  pad  my  word. 
Oh,  but  my  conference  for  this  act  doth  tell, 
I  get  heaven's  bate,  earth's  fcorne,  and  paines  of  hell. 

[They  blejjh  themfches, 
Perillus. 
Oh  juft  Jcbova,  whofe  almighty  power 
Doth  governe  all  things  in  this  fpacious  world, 

E  e  4  Ho;y 
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How  canft  thou  fuffer  fuch  outrageous  acts 
To  be  committed  without  jurt  revenge? 

0  viperous  generation  and  accurft, 

To  feeke  his  blood,  whofe  blood  did  make  them  firfl ! 
Leir. 
Ah,  my  true  friend  in  all  extremity, 
Let  us  fubmit  us  to  the  will  of  God : 
Things  pafl  all  fence,  let  us  not  feeke  to  know  ; 
It  is  Go.'s  will,  and  therefore  mult  be  fo. 
My  friend,  I  am  prepared  tor  the  ftroke  : 
Strike  when  thou  wilt,  and  I  forgive  thee  here, 
Even  from  the  very  bottomeor  my  heart. 
Mejftnger. 
But  I  am  not  prepared  for  to  ftrike. 

Leir. 
Farewel,  Peril/us,  even  the  truell  friend, 
That  ever  lived  in  adversity  : 
The  lateft  kindneile  lie  rtqueft  of  thee, 
Is  that  thou  go  unto  nay  daughter  Cordelia^ 
And  carry  her  her  father's  lar.elt  bleffing  : 
Withal  defire  her,  that  (he  will  forgive  me  ; 
For  I  have  wrong'd  her  without  any  caufe. 
Now,  Lord,  receive  me,  for  I  come  to  thee, 
And  die,  I  hope,  in  perfit  charity. 
Difpatch,  I  pray  thee,  I  have  lived  too  long, 
Mffcngcr. 
I,  but  you  are  unwife,  to  lend  an  errand 
By  him  that  never  meaneth  to  deliver  it : 
.Why,  he  mull  go  along  with  you  to  heaven  : 
It  were  not  good  you  fhould  go  all  alone. 
Leir, 
No  doubt,  he  thai,  when  by  the  courfe  of  nature, 
He  mull  furrender  up  his  due  to  death  : 
But  that  time  (hail  not  come  till  God  permit. 
Me&nger. 
Nay,  prefently,  to  beare  you  company. 

1  have  a  pafpoft  lor  him  in  my  pocket, 
Already  teal'd,  and  he  mull  needs  ride  poire. 

[ti.bews  a  bagge  of  money, 

Leir. 
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Leir. 
The  letter  which  I  read,  imports  not  fo, 
It  only  toucheth  me,  no  word  of  him. 
Mejfenger. 
I,  but  the  queene  commaunds  it  muft  be  fo9 
And  I  am  paid  for  him,  as  well  as  you. 
Perillus. 
I,  who  have  borne  you  company  in  life, 
Mod:  willingly  will  beare  a  fhare  in  death. 
It  fkilleth  not  for  me,  my  friend,  a  whit, 
Nor  for  a  hundred  fuch  as  thou  and  I. 
Mejpngcr. 
Mary,  but  it  doth,  fir,  by  your  leave ;  your  good  dayes  are 
pafl :  though  it  bee  no  matter  for  you,  'tis  a  matter  tor  me, 
proper  men  are  not  fo  rife. 

Perillus. 
Oh,  but  beware,  how  thou  doit  lay  thy  hand 
Upon  the  high  anointed  of  the  Lord  : 
O,  be  advifed  ere  thou  dofl  begin  : 
Difpatch  me  ilraight,  but  meddle  not  with  him, 
Leir. 
Friend,  thy  commiilion  is  to  deale  with  me, 
And  I  am  he  that  hath  deferred  all : 
The  plot  was  laid  to  take  away  my  life: 
And  here  it  is,  I  do  intreat  thee  take  it: 
Yet  for  my  fake,  and  as  thou  art  a  man, 
Spare  this  my  friend,  that  hither  with  me  came: 
I  brought  him  forth,  whereas  he  had  not  bin, 
But  tor  good  will  to  beare  me  company. 
He  left  his  friends,  his  country,  and  his  goods, 
And  came  with  me  in  moft  extremity. 
Oh,  if  he  mould  mifcarry  here  and  die, 
Who  is  the  caufe  or  it,  but  only  I  ? 
MeJJlngcr. 
Why  that  am  I,  let  that  ne're  trouble  thee. 

Leir. 
O  no,  'tis  I.     O,  had  I  now  to  give  thee 
The  monarchy  of  all  the  fpacious  world 
To  lave  hi*  liie,  1  would  bellow  it  on  thee  : 

But 


434     THE  HISTORY  OF   KING  LEIR 

But  1  have  nothing  but  thefe  teares  and  prayers, 

And  the  fubmiffion  of  a  bended  knee.  [Kneels, 

O,  ir  all  this  to  mercy  move  thy  mind, 

Spare  him,  in  heaven  thou  fhalt  like  mercy  find. 

Mrfln^r. 
I  am  as  hard  to  be  moved  as  another,  and  yet  me  thinks  the 
ftrength  of  their  perfwafioas  funes  me  a  little. 

Perillus. 
INIy  friend,  if  feare  of  the  almighty  power 
Have  power  to  move  thee,  we  have  laid  ynough  : 
But  if  thy  mind  be  moveable  with  geld, 
We  have  not  prefently  to  give  it  thee  : 
Yet  to  thyfelfe  thou  mnyft  do  greater  good, 
To  keepe  thy  hands  ftili  uodefiide  from  blood  : 
For  do  but  well  confider  with  thyfelfe, 
When  thou  haft  finifht  this  outrageous  acl, 
What  horrour  itill  wiH  haunt  thee  for  the  deed: 
Think  this  againe,  that  they  which  would  incenfe 
Thee  for  to  be  the  butcher  of  their  father, 
When  it  is  done,  for  feare  it  mould  be  knowne, 
Would  make  a  meanes  to  rid  thee  from  the  world : 
Oh,  then  art  thou  for  ever  tied  in  chaines 
Of  everlailing  torments  to  indurc, 
Even  in  the  hoteft  hole  of  griily  hell, 
Such  paines,  as  never  mortal  :oung  can  tell. 

[//  thunders.     He  quake j,  and  lets  fall  the  dagger  next  1* 
Perillus. 

heir, 
O,  heavens  be  thanked,  he  will  fpare  my  friend. 
Now,  when  thou  wilt,  come  make  an  end  of  me. 

\Hc  lets  fall  the  other  dagger, 
Perillus. 
Oh,  happy  fight !  he  meanes  to  fave  my  lord. 
The  king  ot  heaven  continue  this  good  mind. 

JLcir. 
Why  flayfl  thou  to  do  execution  ? 
M<jp»ger: 
I  am  as  wilful  as  you  for  your  life : 
I  will  not  do  it,  now  you  do  latitat  me. 

Perillus, 
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Pcrlllus. 
Ah,  now  I  fee  thou  haft  fome  fparke  of  grace. 

Mejpngcr. 
Befhrew  you  for  it,  you  have  put  it  in  me  : 
The  parlofell  old  men,  that  ere  1  heard. 
Well,  to  be  Bat,  He  not  meddle  with  you  : 
Here  I  found  you,  and  here  He  leave  you  : 
If  any  aike  ycu  why  the  cafe  fo  Hand  ? 
Say  that  your  toungs  were  better  then  your  hands. 

{Exit  Mrfenger* 
Perlllus. 
Farewel.     If  ever  we  together  meet, 
It  (hall  go  hard,  but  I  will  thee  regreet. 
Courage,  my  lord,  the  worit  is  overpaft  ; 
Let  us  give  thanks  to  God,  and  hie  us  hence. 
Leir. 
Thou  art  deceived  ;  for  I  am  paft  the  belt, 
And  know  not  whither  for  to  go  from  hence: 
Death  had  bin  better  welcome  unto  me, 
Then  longer  life  to  adde  more  mifery. 
•  Pcrlllus. 
It  were  not  good  to  returne  from  whence  we  came, 
Unto  your  daughter  Ragan  baek  againe. 
Now  let  us  go  to  France,  unto  Cordelia, 
Your  youngeit  daughter,  doubtlelfe  {he  will  fuccour  you. 
Leir, 
Oh,  how  can  I  perfwade  myfelfe  of  that, 
Since  the  other  two  are  quite  devoy'd  of  love; 
To  whom  I  was  fo  kind,  as  that  my  gifts, 
Blight  make  them  love  me,  if  'twere  nothing  elfe  ? 
Perlllus, 
No  worldly  gifts,  but  grace  from  God  on  hie, 
Doth  nourifh  vertue  and  true  charity. 
Remember  well  what  words  Coraella  fpake, 
What  time  you  afkt  her,  how  ihe  lov'd  your  grace. 
She  faid,  her  love  unto  you  was  as  much, 
As  ought  a  child  to  beare  unto  her  father. 
Leir. 
But  (he  did  find,  my  love  was  not  to  her, 
As  mould  a  faiher  beare  unto  a  child. 

6  Perillus. 
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Perillus. 

That  makes  not  her  love  to  be  any  lefle, 
If  Hie  do  love  you  as  a  child  (hould  do : 
You  have  tried  two,  try  one  more  for  my  fake, 
lie  ne:re  intreat  you  further  trial  make. 
Remember  we  1  the  dteame  you  had  oi  late, 
And  thinke  what  comfort  it  rbretels  to  us. 
Leir. 

Come,  trueft  friend,  that  ever  man  poiTeft, 
I  know  thou  counlaillt.  all  things  for  the  belt  : 
If  this  third  daughter  play  a  kinder  part, 
It  comes  of  God,  and  not  of  my  defert.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Gallian  Ambajpzdor  folus, 

Amhajfador. 
There  is  of  kte  newes  come  unto  the  court, 
That  old  lord  heir  remaines  in  Cambria: 
lie  hie  me  thither  prefently,  to  impart 
IVly  letters  and  my  mefla^e  unto  him. 
I  never  was  leiTe  welcome  to  a  place 
In  all  my  life-time,  then  1  have  bin  hither, 
Efpecially  unto  the  (lately  queene, 
Wno  would  not  cali  one  gracious  looke  on  me, 
But  (till  with  lowringand  fufpicious  e\es, 
Would  take  excep.ions  at  each  word  I  ipake, 
And  raine  (he  would  have  undermined  me, 
X   know  what  my  ambalTage  did  import. 
But  (he  is  like  to  hop  without  her  hope, 
And  in  this  matter  tor  to  uant  her  will, 
Thou-h  (by  report)  (heele  hav'c  in  all  things  elfe. 
Well,  I  will  p.. lie  awav  tor  Cambria: 
Within  .hc;'e  tew  dayes  I  hope  to  be  there.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  king  and  queene  of  Gallia,  and  Mumford. 

King, 
By  this,  our  fafher  unde;  (lands  our  mind, 
And  our  kind  greetings,  feat  to  him  of  late  : 

Therefore 
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Therefore  my  mind  prefageth  ere't  be  long, 
We  (hall  receive  from  Brittayne  happy  newes. 
Cordelia. 
I  feare  my  filler  will  diflwade  his  mind  ; 
For  lhe  to  me  hath  alwayes  bin  unkind. 
King. 
Feare  not,  my  love,  fince  that  we  know  the  word, 
The  lalt  meanes  helpes,  if  that  we  miffe  the  firft : 
If  hee'le  not  come  to  Gallia  unto  us, 
Then  we  will  faile  to  Brittayne  unto  him. 
Mumford. 
Well,  if  I  once  fee  Brittayne  againe, 
I  have  fworne,  He  ne're  come  home  without  my  wench, 
And  lie  not  be  forfworne, 
I!e  rather  never  come  home  while  I  live. 
Cordelia, 
Are  you  fure,  Mumford,  (he  is  a  maid  (Till  ? 

Mumford. 
Nay,  He  not  fvveare  (he  is  a  maid,  but  (he  goes  for  one: 
He  take  her  at  all  adventures,  if  I  can  get  her. 
Cordelia, 
I,  that's  well  put  in. 

Mumford. 
Well  put  in  ?  nay,  it  was  ill  put  in  ;  for  had  k 
Bin  as  well  put  in,  as  ere  I  put  in,  in  my  dayes, 
I  would  have  made  her  follow  me  to  Fraunce. 
•      delta. 
Nay,  you'd  have  bin  fo  ki:.d,  as  take  her  with  you, 
Or  elfe,  were  I  as  (he, 

I  would  have  bin  fo  loving,  as  Ide  ftay  behind  you : 
Yet  I  mult  confefle,  you  are  a  very  proper  man, 
And  able  to  make  a  wench  do  more  then  (he  would  do, 
Mumford. 
Well,  I  have  a  payre  of  flops  for  the  nonce, 
Will  hold  all  your  mocks. 

King. 
Nay,  we  fee  you  have  a  hanfome  hofe. 

Cordelia. 
I,  and  of  the  neweft  faftiion. 

Mumford. 
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Mumford. 
More  bobs,  more  :  put  them  in  ftill, 
They'l  ierve  initead  of  bumbail,  yet  put  not  in  too  many,  left 
the  feames  crack,  and  they  fly  out  amongft  you  againe :  you 
mud  not  think  to  outface  me  fo  eafly  in  my  miflris  quarrel, 
who  if  I  fee  once  againe,  ten  teame  of  hories  (hall  not  draw 
me  away,  till  I  have  full  and  whole  pofleffion. 
Kivg. 
I,  but  one  teame  and  a  cart  will  ferve  the  turnc. 

Cordelia, 
Not  only  for  him,  but  alfo  for  his  wench. 

Mumford. 
Well,  you  are  two  to  one,  He  give  you  over : 
And  fince  I  fee  you  fo  pleafantly  difpoied, 
Which  indeed  is  but  feldome  feene,  lie  claime 
A  promife  of  you,  which  you  mail  not  deny  me  : 
For  promife  is  debt,  and  by  this  hand  you  promifd  it  me. 
Therefore  you  owe  it  me,  and  you  fliall  pay  it  me, 
Or  He  file  you  upon  an  action  of  unkmdueile. 

King. 

Prithy,  lord  Mumford^  what  promife  did  I  make  thee  ? 
Mumford. 

Faith,  nothing  but  this, 
That  the  next  faire  weather,  which  is  very  now, 
You  would  go  in  progrefle  downe  to  the  fea  fide, 
Which  is  very  neere. 

Faith,  in  this  motion  I  will  join  with  thee, 
And  be  a  mediator  to  my  queene. 
Prithy,  my  love,  let  this  match  go  forward, 
My  mind  foretels,  'twill  be  a  lucky  voyage. 
Cordelia. 
Entreaty  needs  not,  where  you  may  commaund, 
So  you  be  pleafde,  I  am  right  well  content: 
Yet,  as  the  fea  I  much  defire  to  fee; 
So  am  I  moll  unwilling  to  be  feene. 
King. 
Weele  go  difguifed,  all  unknowne  to  any. 

Cordelia. 
Howfoever  you  make  one,  He  make  another. 

Mumford* 
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Mumford. 
And  I  the  third  :  oh,  I  am  over-joyed  ! 
See  what  love  is,  which  getteth  with  a  word, 
What  all  the  world  befides  could  ne'reobtaine  : 
But  what  difguifes  (hall  we  have,  my  lord  ? 
King, 
Faith  thus:  my  queene  audi  wiilbe  difguifde, 
Like  a  plaine  country  couple,  and  you  fhall  be  Roger 
Our  man,  and  wait  upon  us :  or  if  you  will, 
You  mail  go  firfr,  and  we  will  wait  on  you. 
Mumford. 
'Twere  more  then  time ;  this  device  is  excellent : 
Come  let  us  about  it.  [Exeunt V 

Enter  Cambria  and  Ragan,  ivitb  nobles. 

Camhria. 

What  ftrange  mifchance  or  unexpected  hap 
Hath  thus  depriv'd  us  of  our  father's  prefence  ? 
Can  no  man  tell  us  what's  become  of  him, 
With  whom  we  did  converfe  not  two  dayes  fince? 
IVIy  lords,  let  every  where  light  horfebe  lent, 
To  fcoure  about  through  all  our  regiment. 
Difpatch  a  pofte  immediately  to  Cornwall, 
To  fee  if  anynewes  be  of  him  there; 
Myfeife  will  make  a  fbricl:  inquiry  here, 
And  all  about  our  cities  neere  at  harni, 
Till  certaine  nevves  of  his  abode  be  brought, 
1-lagajt. 

All  forrow  is  but  counterfet  to  mine, 
Whole  lips  are  almoft  fealed  up  with  ^riefe  : 
Mine  is  the  fubitance,  whilir.  they  do  but  feeme 
To  weepe  the  lefle,  which  teares  cannot  redeeme. 
O,  ne're  was  heard  fo  ftrange  a  mifadveature, 
A  thing  fo  far  beyond  the  reach  of  fence, 
Since  no  man's  reafon  in  the  caufecan  enter. 
What  hath  remov'd  my  father  thus  from  hence  ? 
0, 1  do  reare  fome  charme  or  invocation 
Of  wicked  fpirits,  or  infernal  fiends, 
Stird  by  Cordelia,  moves  this  innovation, 
And  brings  my  father  timclene  to  his  end. 

But 
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But  might  I  know,  that  the  deteftcd  witch 
Were  certain  caufe  of  this  uncertaine  ill, 
Myfelfe  to  Fraunce  would  go  in  fome  dif^uife, 
And  with  thefe  naile?  fcrarch  out  her  hateful  eyes: 
For  fince  I  am  deprived  of  my  father, 
I  loath  my  life,  and  wilh  my  death  the  rather. 
Cambria, 

The  heavens  are  juft,  and  hate  impiety, 
And  will  (no  doubt)  reveale  fuch  hainous  crimes : 
Cenfure  not  any,  till  you  know  the  right : 
Let  him  be  judge,  that  bringeth  truth  to  light. 
Ragan. 

O,  but  my  griefe,  like  to  a  iwelling  tide, 
Exceeds  the  bounds  of  common  patience: 
Korean  I  moderate  my  toung  fo  much, 
To  conceale  them,  whom  I  hold  in  fufpe<5t. 
Cambria. 

This  matter  (hall  be  fifted :  if  it  be  (he, 
A  thoufand  Fraunces  (hall  not  harbour  her. 

Enter  the  Gallian  Ambajfador, 
AmbaJJador. 
All  happinefle  unto  the  Cambrian  king. 

Cambria. 
Welcom,  my  friend,  from  whence  is  thy  ambafiage  ? 

Ambajpidor. 
I  came  from  Gallia,  unto  Cornwall  fent, 
With  letters  to  your  honourable  father, 
Whom  there  »ot  finding,  as  I  did  expect, 
I  was  directed  hither  to  repaire. 
Ragan. 
Frenchman^  what  is  thy  mefftge  ro  my  father  ? 

Ambajpxdor. 
My  letters,  madam,  will  import  the  fame, 
Which  my  commiflion  is  for  to  deliver. 
Ragan. 

In  his  abfenceyou  may  trull  us  with  your  letters. 

Ambajpidor. 
I  mud  performe  my  charge  in  fuch  a  manner, 
As  I  have  itrict  commaundment  from  the  king. 

Ra: 
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Ragetn* 

There  is  good  packing  twixt  your  king  and  you; 
You  need  not  hither  come  to  afkc  tor  him, 
You  know  wheie  he  is  better  then  ourfclves 
Amhaffadork 

Madam,  I  hope,  not  far  off. 

Ragaft* 

Hath  the  young  murdreiTe,  your  outragicus  queene, 
No  meatus  ro  colour  her  detefted  deeds, 
In  finishing  my  guiltleile  fathers  daye?, 
(Becaufe  he  gave  her  nothing  to  her  dowrfe) 
But  by  the  colour  of  a  fain'd  ambaflage, 
To  Tend  him  letters  hither  to  our  court  ? 
Go  carry  them  to  them  that  Tent  them  hither, 
And  bid  them  keepe  their  feroules  unto  them  (elves : 
They  cannot  blind  us  with  fuch  flight  excufe, 
To  (mother  up  fo  monftrous  vild  abufe. 
And  were  it  not,  it  is  'gainit  law  of  amies, 
To  offer  violence  to  a  meilenger, 
We  would  inflict  fuch  torments  on  thyfelfe, 
As  mould  inrbrce  thee  ro  reveale  the  truth. 
Ambajfador. 

Madam,  your  threats  no  whit  apall  my  mind, 
I  know  my  conference  guiltleife  of  this  act; 
My  king  and  queene,  1  d:ire  be  fworrte,  are  free 
From  any  thought  of  fuch  impiety  : 
And  therefore,  madam,  you  have  done  them  wrong, 
And  ill  befeeming  with  a  fillers  love, 
Who  in  meere  duty  tender  him  as  much, 
As  ever  you  refpedied  him  for  do w re. 
The  king  your  hufband  will  not  lay  as  much. 
Cambria. 

I  will  fufpend  my  judgement  for  a  time, 
Till  mote  appearance  give  us  further  light : 
Yet  to  be  plaine,  your  comming  doth  inrorce 
A  great  fufpicion  to  our  doubtful  mini, 
And  that  you  do  refembie,  to  be  briefe, 
Him  that  firrt  robs,  and  then  cries,  flop  the  theefe. 
Ambajfador. 

Pray  God  lome  neere  you  have  not  done  the  like. 

F  f  Ragan. 
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Ragan, 

Hence,  faucy  mate,  reply  no  more  to  us ;       [She firths h'mi 
For  law  of  armes  frail  not  protect  thy  toung. 
Ambajpxdor. 

Ne're  was  I  offred  fuch  difcourtefy  ; 
God  and  my  king,  I  truil,  ere  it  be  long, 
Will  find  a  meane  to  remedy  this  wrong.       [Exit  AmbaJJador* 
Ragan. 

How  fhall  I  live,  to  fuffer  this  difgrace, 
At  every  bafe  and  vulgar  peafants  hands  ? 
It  ill  befitteth  my  imperial  date, 

To  be  thus  ufde,  and  no  man  take  my  part.  [She  wscps*. 

Cambria. 

What  mould  I  do  ?  infringe  the  law  of  armes, 
Were  to  my  everlafting  obloquy  : 
But  I  will  take  revenge  upon  his  mailer, 
Which  fent  him  hither,  to  delude  us  thus. 
Ragan. 

Nay,  if  you  put  up  this,  be  fure,  ere  long, 
Now  that  my  father  thus  is  made  away ; 
Sheele  come  and  claime  a  third  part  of  your  crowne, 
As  due  unto  her  by  inheritance. 

Cambria. 

But  I  will  prove  her  title  to  be  nought 
But  fhame,  and  the  reward  of  parricide  ; 
And  make  her  an  example  to  the  world, 
For  after-ages  to  admire  her  penance. 
This  will  I  do,  as  I  am  Cambriaes  king, 
Or  lofe  my  life,  to  profecute  revenge. 
Come,  firil  let's  learne  what  newes  is  of  our  father, 
And  then  proceed,  as  bed  occafion  fits.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  Leir,  Perillus,  and-    two   mariners    in  fea-goivnes   and 
fea-caps, 

Perillus. 
My  honed  friends,  we  are  afham'd  to  mew 
The  great  extremity  of  our  prefent  date. 
In  that  at  this  time  we  are  brought  fo  low, 
That  we  want  money  for  to  pay  our  paflage. 

The 
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The  truth  is  fo,  we  met  with  fome  good  fellowes, 
A  little  before  we  came  aboord  your  (hip, 
Which  ftript  us  quite  of  all  the  coine  we  had, 
And  left  us  not  a  penny  in  our  purfes : 
Yet  wanting  mony,  we  will  ufe  the  meane, 
To  fee  you  Satisfied  to  the  utter  mod.  [Lookes  on  Leir. 

Fhjl  Mariner. 
Here's  a  good  gown,  'twould  become  me  palling  wel, 
I  mould  be  fine  ^in  it.  [Lookes  on  Perillua. 

Second  Mariner. 
Here's  a  good  cloke,  I  marvel  how  I  mould  look  in  it. 

Leir. 
Faith,  had  we  others  to  fupply  their  roome, 
Though  ne're  fo  meane,  you  willingly  mould  have  them. 
Firjl  Mariner. 
Do  you  heare,  fir  ?  you  looke  like  an  honeft  man} 
lie  not  Hand  to  do  you  a  pleafure  :  here's  a  good  ftrong  motly 
gaberdine,  coll  me  xiiij.  good  ihillings  at  Billin/gaie,  give  me 
your  gowne  for  it,  and  your  cap  for  mine,  and  He  forgive 
your  paflage. 

Leir. 
With  al  my  heart,  and  xx.  thanks.      [Leir  and  be  cbangetb. 

Second  Mariner. 
Do  you  heare,  fir  ?  you  (hall  have  a  better  match  then  he, 
becaufe  you  are  my  friend :  here  is  a  good  (heep's  ruflet  fea- 
gowne,  will  bide  more  ftreffe,  I  warrant  you,  then  two  of  his  ; 
yes,  for  you  feem  to  be  an  honeft  gentleman,  I  am  content  to 
change  it  for  your  cloke,  and  aike  you  nothing  for  your  paf- 
fage  more.  [Pulls  off  Perillus's  cloke* 

Pcrillus. 
My  owne  I  willingly  would  change  with  thee, 
And  think  myfelfe  indebted  to  thy  kindneife  : 
But  would  my  friend  might  keepe  his  garment  itill* 
My  friend,  He  give  thee  this  new  dublet,  if  thou  wilt 
Reftore  his  gowne  unto  him  back  againe. 
Fir/i  Mariner. 
Nay,  if  I  do,  would  I  might  ne're  eate  powderd  beefe  and 
muftard  more,  nor  drink  can  of  good  liquor  whilfl  I  live. 
My  friend,  you  have  fmall  reafon  to  feeke  to  hinder  me  of  my 
bargaine  \  but  the  beft  is,  a  bargained  a  bargaine, 

F  f  z,  Leir, 
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Lcir, 

Kind  friend,  it  is  much  better  as  it  is.         [Leir  to  Perillu?. 
For  by  this  meanes  we  may  eicape  unknowne, 
Till  time  and  opportunity  do  fir. 

Second  JMariner, 

Hark,  hark,  they  are  laying  their  heads  together, 
Theile  repent  them  of  their  bargaine  anon, 
'Ttvere  belt  for  us  to  go  while  we  are  well. 
FirJI  Mariner. 

God  be  with  you,  fir,  for  your  paifage  back  againe, 
He  ufe  you  as  unreafonable  as  another. 
heir, 

I  know  thou  wilt ;  but  we  hope  to  bring  ready  money 
With  us,  when  we  come  back  againe.  [Exeunt  mariners. 

Were  ever  men  in  this  extremity, 
In  a  ftrange  country,  and  devoyed  of  friends, 
And  not  a  penny  tor  to  helpe  ourfelves  ? 
Kind  friend,  what  thinkit  thou  will  become  of  us  ? 
Perillus, 

Be  of  good  cheere,  my  lord,  I  have  a  dublet 
Will  yeeld  us  mony  ynough  to  ferve  our  turnes, 
Until  we  come  unto  your  daughter's  court : 
And  then,  I  hope,  we  mall  find  friends  ynough. 
Leir, 

Ah,  kind  Perillus,  that  is  it  I  feare, 
And  makes  me  faint,  or  ever  I  come  there. 
Can  kindnefle  fpring  out  of  ingratitude  ? 
Or  love  be  reapt,  where  hatred  hath  bin  lbwne  ? 
Can  henbane  joine  in  league  with  Methridate  ? 
Or  fugar  grow  in  wormwoods  bitter  lfalke  ? 
It  cannot  be,  they  are  too  oppofite  : 
And  fo  am  I  to  any  kindnefle  here. 
I  have  throwne  wormwood  on  the  fugred  youth, 
And  like  to  henbane  poifoned  the  fount, 
Whence  flowed  the  Methridate  of  a  childs  good  wil. 
I,  like  an  envious  thorne,  have  prick t  the  heart, 
And  turnd  fweet  grapes,  to  fowrc  unrelilht  floes  : 
The  caufeleire  ire  of  my  refpectlefle  brelf, 
Hath  fowrd  the  fweet  milk  of  dame  natures  paps : 
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My  bitter  words  have  gauld  her  hony  thoughts, 
And  weeds  or'  rancour  chokt  the  flower  of  grace. 
Then  what  remainder  is  ot  any  hope, 
But  all  our  fortunes  will  go  quite  ailope  ? 
Pc  villus. 

Feare  not,  my  lord,  the  pes  fit  good  indeed 
Can  never  be  corrupted  by  the  bad  : 
A  new  iiefh  veflel  Hill  retalnes  the  fade 
Or"  that  which  fir  it  is  powr'd  into  the  lame: 
And  therfore,  though  you  name  yourleire  the  thorn, 
The  weed,  the  gaft,  the  henbane,  and  the  wormewood  ; 
Yet  fheele  continue  in  her  former  itate, 
The  hony,  milke,  grape,  fugar,  Methridate. 
Leir, 

Thou  pleating  orator  unto  me  in  wo, 
Ceafe  to  beguile  me  with  thy  hopeful  fpeaches : 
O  joine  with  me,  and  thinke  or  nought  but  crofles, 
And  then  weele  one  lament  anothers  loiles. 
Perilhts. 

Why,  fay  the  word,  the  worii  can  be  but  death, 
And  death  is  better  then  for  to  defpaire  : 
Then  hazzard  death,  which  may  convert  to  life  ; 
Banim  defpaire,  which  brings  a  thoufand  deathes. 
Leir, 

Orecome  with  thy  ftrong  arguments,  I  yeeld 
To  be  di reeled  by  thee,  as  thou  wilt : 
As  thou  yeeldfl  comfort  to  my  crazed  thoughts, 
Would  1  could  yeeld  the  like  unto  thy  body, 
WThich  is  full  weake,  1  know,  and  ill  apaid, 
For  want  of  trefh  meat  and  due  fulienance.  - 
Perillus. 

Alack,  my  lord,  my  heart  doth  bleed,  to  think 
That  you  fhould  be  in  fuch  extremity. 
Leir, 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  fee  what  God  will  fend  ; 
When  all  meanes  fuile,  he  is  the  fureit  friend.  [Exeunt* 


F  f  3  Enter 
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Enter  the  Gallian  king  and  qucene,  and  Mum  ford  with  a  bajket, 
difguifid  like  countrey  folke* 

King. 
This  tedious  journey  all  on  foot,  fvveet  love, 
Cannot  be  pleafing  to  your  tender  joints, 
Which  ne're  were  uied  to  thefe  toiiefome  walks. 
Cordelia. 
I  never  in  my  life  tooke  more  delight 
In  any  journey,  then  1  do  in  this  : 
It  did  me  good,  when  as  we  hapt  to  light 
Amongft  the  merry  erne  of  country  roike, 
To  fee  what  induftry  and  paiues  they  tooke, 
To  win  them  commendations  'mongit  their  friends, 
Lord,  how  they  labour  to  beftir  themfelves, 
And  in  their  quirks  to  go  beyond  the  moone, 
And  fo  take  on  them  with  fuch  antike  fits, 
That  one  would  think  they  were  befide  their  wits ! 
Come  away,  Roger,  with  your  bafket. 
Mumford. 
Soft,  dame,  here  comes  a  couple  of  old  youthes, 
I  mult  needs  make  myfelfe  fat  with  jelling  at  them. 

Enter  Leir  and  Perillus  very  faintly* 

Cordelia. 

Nay,  prithy  do  nor,  they  do  leeme  to  be 
Men  much  o'regone  with  griefe  and  mifery. 
Let's  iland  aiide,  and  barken  what  they  fay. 
heir. 

Ah,  my  Perillus,  now  I  fee  we  both 
Shall  end  ourdayes  in  this  unfruitful  foile, 
Oh,  I  do  faint  for  want  of  fuftenance: 
And  thou,  I  know,  in  little  better  cafe. 
No  gentle  tree  afibrds  one  tafle  of  fruit, 
To  comfort  us,  until  we  meet  with  men: 
No  lucky  path  conducts  our  luckleiTe  fteps 
Unto  a  place  where  any  comfort  dwels. 
Sweet  reil  betide  unto  our  happy  foulcs ; 
for  here  I  fee  our  bodies  mull  have  end, 

fertitvs* 
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Pcrilhs. 
Ah,  my  deare  lord,  how  doth  my  heart  lament,      . 
To  fee  you  broughc  to  this  extremity ! 

0  if  vou  love  me,  as  you  do  proteife, 

01  ever  thought  well  A  me  in  my  lite  ,     \Hcfir&  uP  hi  arm* 
Feed  on  this  flefh,  whofe  vetoes  are  not  io  dry, 

But  there  is  vertue  left  tocomlort  you. 
O,  feed  on  this,  if  this  will  do  you  good, 
He  fmile  for  joy,  to  fee  you  fuck  my  bloud. 
Leir. 
I  am  no  Caniball,  that  I  mould  delight 
To  ilake  my  hungry  jawes  with  humane  flefh  t 
I  am  no  devil,  or  ten  times  worie  then  fo, 
To  fuck  the  bloud  of  fuch  a  peereleiTe  friend. 
O,  do  not  think  that  I  refpaft  my  lite 
So  dearely,  as  I  do  thy  loyal  love. 
Ah,  Brittaync,  I  mali  never  lee  thee  more, 
That  haft  unkindly  banimed  thy  king : 
And  yet  not  thou'doft  make  me  to  complaine, 
But  they  which  were  more  neere  to  me  then  thou. 
Cordelia. 
What  do  I  heare  ?  this  lamentable  voice, 
Me  thinks,  ere  now  I  oftentimes  have  heard. 
Leir. 
Ah,  Gonorill,  was  halfe  my  kingdome's  gift  ^ 
The  caufe  that  thou  didlt  feeke  to  have  my  M* 
Ah,  cruel  Ra>an,  did  I  give  thee  all, 
And  all  could  not  fuffice  without  my  bloud 

Ah,  poore  Cordelia,  did  I  give  thee  nought, 
Nor  never  mail  be  able  for  to  give  ? 
O,  let  me  warne  all  ages  that  iniueth, 
How  they  truft  flattery,  and  reje£t  the  trueth. 
Well,  unkind  girles,  I  here  forgive  you  both, 
Yet  the  juft  heavens  will  hardly  do  the  like  ; 
And  onely  crave  forgivenefle  at  the  end 
Of  goocl  Cordelia,  and  of  thee,  my  friend  ; 
Of  God,  whofe  majefty  I  have  offended, 
Bv  my  tranfgreffion  many  thoufand  wayes : 
Of  her,  deare  heart,  whom  I  for  no  occafion 
Turr.'d  out  of  all,  through  flatterers  perfwafion : 


Ff4 


Of 


443    THE   HISTORY   OF   KING   LEIR 

Of  thee,  kind  friend,  who  but  for  me,  I  know, 
Hadlt  never  come  unto  this  place  of  wo. 
Cordelia. 
Alack,  that  ever  I  fitcyld  live  to  fee 
My  noble  father  in  this  mifery. 
King, 
Sweet  love,  reveale  not  what  thou  art  as  yet, 
Until  \ve  know  the  ground  of  all  this  ill. 
Cordelia. 
O.  but  fome  meat,  fome  meat :  do  you  not  fee, 
How  neere  they  are  to  death  for  want  of  food  ? 
FcriHus. 
Lord,  which  did#  help  thy  fervants  at  their  need, 
Or  now  or  never  fend  us  helpe  with  fpeed. 
Oh  comfort,  comfort !   yonder  is  a  banquet, 
And  men  and  women,  my  lord  :  be  of  good  cheare  ; 
For  I  fee  comfort  camming  very  neere. 
O  my  lord,  a  banquet,  and  men  and  women  ! 
I,  fir. 
O,  let  kind  pity  mollify  their  hearts, 
That  they  may  helpe  us  in  our  grea:  extreames. 
Peri  i  ins. 
God  faveyou,  friends;  and  if  this  bleiled  banquet 
Affordeth  any  food  or  fuftenance, 
Even  for  ,m  lake  that  faved  us  all  from  death, 
Vouchfafe  to  faye  us  from  the  gripe  of  famine. 

[She  kritgetb  him  to  the  tab!;. 
Cor:\l  a. 
Here,  father,  f]t  and  eat ;    here  fit  and  drink  : 
And  would  it  were  far  better  for  yp-jr  fakes ! 

[Peiiiius  takes  Leir  by  toe  hand  to  the  tahk% 
Pcrillus. 
lie  give  you  thanks  anon  :  my  friend  dorh  faint, 
And  needeth  prefent  comfort.  [Leir  drinkes, 

T\Iu?ii[ord, 
I  wan  ant,  he  neVe  flayes  to  fay  a  grace. 
Oj'iheic's  no  fauce  to  a  good  itomake. 
Pirillus, 
'JThe  blcfied  God  of  heaven  hath  thought  upon  us. 

Leir* 
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Lelr. 
The  thanks  be  his,  and  ihcie  kind  courteous  folke, 
By  whole  humanity  we  arc  prclerved. 

[Tb.ev  cat  bungcrly ;    Leir  Ji i/ikcs. 
Cordelia,. 
And  may  that  draught  be  unio  him,  as  was 
That  which  old  Kjou  drank?,  which  did  lenue 
His  withered  age,  and  matte  him  young  againe. 
And  may  that  meat  be  unto  him,  as  w;is 
That  which  Ejias  ate,  in  fhength  whereof 
lie  walked  fourty  dayes,  and  never  fainted. 
Shall  I  conceale  me  longer  from  my  father  ? 
Or  lhall  I  manifeft  myfelfe  to  him  I 

Forbeare  a  while,  until  his  ftrength  returne, 
Left  being  over-joyed  with  feeing  thee, 
His  pooie  weakc  fences  ihould  fcrfake  their  office, 
.And  i'o  our  cauie  of  joy  be  turn VI  to  forrow. 
Peril/us. 
What  chere,  my  lord  ?  how  do  you  feele  yourfclfc? 

Lcir, 
Me  thinks,  I  never  ate  fuch  favary  meat : 
It  is  as  pleafant  as  the  blefled  manna, 
That  rain'd  from  heaven  amongil  the  Ifraelites .♦ 
It  hath  recall'd  my  fpirits  home  againe, 
And  made  me  frefh,  as  earil:  I  was  before. 
But  how  mail  we  congratulate  their  kindnefTe  I 
PeriUus. 
Infaith,  I  know  not  how  fufficiently ; 
But  the  bttil  meane  that  I  can  think  on,  is  this; 
lie  offer  them   my  dublet  in  requital  \ 
For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  fpare. 
Lcir. 
Nay,  flay,  PeriUus^  for  they  (hail  have  mine. 

PeriUus. 
Pardon,  my  lord,  I  fweare  they  (hall  have  mine. 

[PeriUus  ^.ajferj  bis  dublet:  tbey  will  not  take  it. 
Leir. 
Ah,  who  would  think  fuch  kindnes  mould  remaine 
Among  fuch  ilrange  and  unacquainted  men  : 

And 
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And  that  fuch  hate  (hould  harbour  in  the  breft 
Of  thofe,  which  have  oecalion  to  be  belt  ? 
Cordelia, 
Ah,  good  old  father,  tell  to  me  thy  griefe, 
He  forrow  wirh  thee,  if  not  adde  relicfe. 
Leir. 
Ah,  good  young  daughter,  I  may  call  thee  fo ; 
For  thou  art  like  a  daughter  I  did  owe. 
Cordelia. 
Do  you  not  owe  her  Hill?  what,  is  (lie  dead  ? 

Leh: 
No,  God  forbid  :  but  all  my  interefTs  gone, 
By  (hewing  my  felte  too  much  unnatural : 
So  have  I  loft  the  title  of  a  father, 
And  may  be  cail'd  a  Granger  to  her  rather. 
Cordelia. 
Your  title's  good  Hill :  for  tis  alwayes  knowne, 
A  man  may  do  as  him  lift  with  his  owne. 
But  have  you  but  one  daughter  then  in  all  r" 
Leir. 
Yes,  I  have  more  by  two,  then  would  I  had. 

Cordelia. 
O,  fay  not  fo,  but  rather  fee  the  end  ; 
They  that  are  bad,  may  have  the  grace  to  mend: 
But  how  have  they  offended  you  fo  much  ? 
Leir. 
If  from  the  firft  I  mould  rehire  the  caufe, 
'Twould  make  a  heart  of  adamant  to  weepe; 
And  thou,  poore  foule,  kind-hearted  as  thou  art, 
Deft  weepe  already,  cie  I  do  begin. 
Cordelia. 
For  Gods  love  tell  it ;   and  when  you  have  done, 
He  tell  the  reafon  why  I  weepe  fo  foooe. 
Leir. 
Then  know  this  tuft,  I  am  a  Brittaitu  borne, 
And  had  thtce  daughters  by  one  loving  wire  : 
And  though  I  fay  it,  of  beauty  they  were  fped  ; 
Efpecially  the  youngeft  of  the  three, 
For  her  perfections  hardly  matcht  could  be: 
On  theie  1  doted  with  a  jelous  love, 


And 
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And  thought  to  try  which  of  them  lov'd  me  bell:, 
By  afking  them,  which  would  do  mod  for  me  ? 
The  firit  and  lecond  flamed  me  with  words, 
And  vowd  they  lovM  me  better  then  their  lives  : 
The  youngeft  faid,  ihe  loved  me  as  a  child 
Might  do  :  her  anfwere  I  efteem'd  moil  vild, 
And  preienily  in  an  outragious  mood, 
I  turnd  her  from  me  to  go  finke  or  fwim  ; 
And  all  I  had,  even  to  the  very  clothes, 
I  gave  in  dowry  with  the  other  two : 
And  fhe  that  bell  deferv'd  the  greatefl  fhare, 
I  gave  her  nothing,  but  difgrace  and  care. 
Now  mark  the  fequel :  when  I  had  done  thus, 
I  fojournd  in  my  eldell  daughters  houfe, 
Where  for  a  time  I  was  intreated  well, 
And  liv'd  in  ft  ate  fufficing  my  content : 
But  every  day  her  kindnefle  did  grow  cold, 
Which  I  with  patience  put  up  well  ynough, 
And  feemed  not  to  fee  the  things  I  law: 
But  at  the  lafl  fhe  grew  fo  far  incenfl 
With  moody  fury,  and  with  caufleife  hate, 
That  in  moft  vild  and  contumelious  termes, 
She  bade  me  pack,  and  harbour  ibmewhere  elfe. 
Then  was  I  faine  for  refuge  to  repaire 
Unto  my  other  daughter  for  reliefe ; 
Who  gave  me  pleafing  and  moll  courteous  words ; 
But  in  her  actions  fhewed  her  felfe  fo  fore, 
As  never  any  daughter  did  before  : 
She  prayd  me  in  a  morning  out  betime, 
To  go  to  a  thicket  two  miles  from  the  court, 
Pointing  that  there  the  would  come  talke  with  me  : 
There  fhe  had  fet  a  fhag  haird  murdring  wretch, 
To  maflacre  my  honeft  friend  and  me. 
Then  judge  your  felfe,  although  my  tale  be  briefe, 
If  ever  man  had  greater  caufe  of  griefe. 
King. 
Nor  never  like  impiety  was  done, 
Since  the  creation  of  the  world  besrun. 

Leiri 
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Leir. 
And  now  I  am  eonftraind   to  (eeke  relicfe 
Ot  her,  to  whom  I  have  bin  fo  unkind  ; 
Whofe  >.  nfure,  if  it  do  award   me  dearb, 
I  muft  confeffe  (he  payes  me  hut  my  due: 
But  if  fhe   (hew  a  loving  daughters  pan, 
It  comes  or  God  and  her,  not  my  deferr. 
Cord  ill  a. 
No  doubt  fhe  will,  I  dare  be  hvorne  (lie  will. 

Leir, 
How  know  you  that,  not  knowing  what  (he  is  ? 

Cordelia. 
Myfelfe  a  father  have  a  great  way  hence, 
Ufde  me  as  ill  as  ever  you  did  her; 
Yet,  that  his  reverend  age  1  once  might  fee, 
Icie  creepe  along,  to  meet  him  on  my  knee. 
heir. 
O,  no  mens  children  are  unkind  but  mine. 

Cordelia. 
Conderane  not  all,  becaufe  of  odiers  crime: 
Rut  looke,  de^re  hither,  looke,  behold  and  lee 
Thy  loving  daughter  fpeakcih  unto  thee.  [SLc  kneelcs. 

heir. 
O,  (land  thou  up.  it  is  my  part  to  kncele, 
And  afke  forgiveneile  for  ny  former  faults.  [He  hieeles. 

Cordelia. 
O,  if  you  wifh  I  (hould  injoy  my  breath, 
Deare  father  rile,  or  I  receive  my  death.  [//<'  rifetb. 

Leir. 
Then  I  will  rife,  to  fatisfy  your  mind, 
But  kneele  againe,  til  pardon  be  refignd.  [He  kneeled, 

Cordelia. 
I  pardon  you  :  the  word  beiec  nes  not  me: 
But  I  do  fay  fo,  for  ro  ea(e  your  knee; 
You  gave  me  life,  you  were  the  caufe  that  I 
Am  what  I  am,  who  elfe  had  never  bin. 
Leir, 
But  you  gave  life  to  me  and  to  my  friend? 
Wh*fe  dayes  had  elfe  had  an  untimely  end. 

Ccr 
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Cordelia. 
You  brought  me  up,  when  as  I  was  but  young, 
And  far  unable  tor  to  helpe  myfelre. 
Lav. 
I  ca(l  thee  forth,  when  as  thou  waft  but  young, 
And  far  unable  for  to  helpe  thyfelfe. 
Cordelia. 
God,  world,  and  nature,  lay  I  do  you  wrong, 
That  can  indure  to  fee  vou  kneele  fo  long. 

IT*  ° 

King. 

Let  me  breake  off  this  loving  controverfy, 
Which  doth  rejoice  my  very  ibule  to  fee. 
Good  father,  riie,  fhe  is  your  loving  daughter,         \He  rifetb. 
And  honours  you  with  as  refpe&ive  duty, 
As  if  you  were  the  monarch  of  the  world. 
Cordelia. 

But  I  will  never  rife  from  oft*  my  knee,  [She  kneeks. 

Until  I  have  your  bleffing,  and  your  pardon 
Of  all  my  faults  committed  any  way, 
From  my  firil  birth  unto  this  prefent  day. 
Leir. 

The  bleffing,  which  the  God  of  Abraham  gave 
Unto  the  tribe  of  Juda,  light  on  thee, 
And  multiply  thy  dayes,  that  thou  mayft  fee 
Thy  childrens  children  profper  after  thee. 
Thy  fault:,  which  are  juir  none  that  I  do  know, 
God  pardon  on  high,  and  I  forgive  below.  [She  rifetb. 

Cordelia. 

Now  is  my  heart  at  quiet,  and  dcth  leape 
Within  my  breit,  for  joy  of  this  good  hap: 
And  now  (deare  fa; her)  welcome  to  our  court, 
And  welcome  (kind  Perillus)  unto  me, 
Mirrour  ofvertueand  true  honefty. 
Leir, 

O,  he  hath  bin  the  kinceit  friend  to  me, 
That  ever  man  had  m  adveruty. 

Pe.illus. 

My  toung  doth  faile,  to  fay  what  heart  doth  think, 
I  am  fo  ravilht  with  exceeding  joy. 

King. 
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King. 
All  you  have  fpoke  :  now  let  me  fpeak  my  mind, 
And  in  few  word;  much  matter  here  conclude  :       [He  kneeleu 
If  ere  my  heart  do  harbour  any  joy, 
Or  true  content  repoie  within  my  brefr, 
Till  I  have  rooted  out  this  viperous  feci, 
And  repoftefr.  my  father  of  his  crowne, 
Let  me  be  counted  for  the  perjurdft  man, 
That  ever  fpake  word  fince  the  world  began.  [Rftu 

Mumford. 
Let  me  pray  to,  that  never  pray'd  before  ; 

[Mumford  htecks. 
If  ere  I  refalute  the  Brittijh  earth, 
(As  (ere't  be  long)  I  do  prefume  I  fhall) 
And  do  returne  from  thence  without  my  wench, 
Let  me  be  gelded  for  my  recompence.  [Rifes* 

King. 
Come,  let's  to  armes  for  to  redrelTe  this  wrong : 
Till  I  am  there,  me  thinks  the  time  feemes  long.        [Exeunt, 

Enter  Ragan  fola. 

Rag  an. 
1  feele  a  hell  of  confcience  in  my  brefr, 
Tormenting  me  with  horrour  for  my  fact, 
And  makes  me  in  an  agony  of  doubt, 
For  feare  the  world  mould  find  my  dealing  out. 
The  ilave  whom  I  appointed  for  the  act, 
I  ne're  fet  eye  upon  the  peafant  fince  : 
O,  could  I  get  him  for  to  make  him  lure, 
My  doubts  would  ceafe,  and  I  mould  reft  fecure. 
But  if  the  old  men,  with  perfwafive  words, 
Have  fav'd  their  lives,  and  made  him  to  relent ; 
Then  are  they  fled  unto  the  court  of  Frounce, 
And  like  a  trumpet  manifelr.  my  fhame. 
A  fhame  on  thefe  white-liverd  llaves,  fay  I, 
That  with  faire  words  fo  foone  are  overcome. 
O  God,  that  I  had  bin  but  made  a  man  ; 
Or  that  my  flrength  were  equal  with  my  will ! 
Thefe  foolifti  men  are  nothing  bat  meere  pity, 

And 
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And  melt  as  butter  doth  againit  the  fun. 

Why  mould  they  have  pre-eminence  over  us, 

Since  we  are  creatures  of  more  brave  refolve  ? 

I  fweare,  I  am  quite  out  ot  chanty 

With  all  the  heartlefle  men  in  Cbrijlcndome, 

A  poxe  upon  them,  when  they  are  aft  raid 

To  give  a  thib,  or  flit  a  paltry  wind-pipe, 

Which  are  fo  eafy  matters  to  be  done. 

Well,  had  I  thought  the  (lave  would  ferve  me  fo, 

Myfelfe  would  have  bin  executioner : 

Tis  now  undone,  and  it  that  it  be  knovvne, 

He  make  as  good  fhik  as  I  can  for  one. 

He  that  repines  at  me,  how  ere  it  {lands, 

'Twerc  belt  for  him  to  keepe  him  from  my  hands.         [Exlu 

Sound  drums    and  trumpets:    Enter   the   Gallian-   king*   Leir, 
Mumford,  and  the  arviy. 
King. 

Thus  have  we  brought  our  army  to  the  fea, 
Whereas  our  fhips  are  ready  to  receive  us : 
The  wind  ftands  faire,  and  we  in  fou-re  houres  faile, 
May  eafily  arrive  on  Brittijb  fliore, 
Where  unexpected  we  may  them  furprife, 
And  gaine  a  glorious  victory  with  eafe. 
Wherefore,  my  loving  countreymen,  refolve, 
Since  truth  and  juilice  fighteth  on  our  fides, 
That  we  fhall  march  with  conqueft  where  we  go-. 
Myielf  will  be  as  forward  as  the  firft, 
And  ilep  by  ilep  march  with  the  hardieft  wight : 
And  not  the  meaneft  fouldier  in  our  campe 
Shall  be  in  danger,  but  He  fecond  him. 
To  you,  my  lord,  we  give  the  whole  commauRd 
Ot  all  the  army,  next  unto  ourfelfc  ; 
Not  doubting  of  you,  but  you  will  extend 
Your  wonted  valour  in  thk  needful  cafe,- 
Ei^outaging  the  reft  to  do  the  like, 
By  your  approved  magnanimity. 

Mumford. 

My  liege,  tis  needlelle  to  fpur  a  willing  horfe, 
Thats  apt  enough  to  run  himielfe  to  death  ; 

3  For 
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For  here  I  fweare  by  that  fvveet  faints  bright  eye, 
Which  ;ire  the  itarres,  which  guide  me  to  good  hap, 
Either  to  fee  my  old  lord  crownd  anew, 
Or  in  his  cauie  to  bid  the  world  adieu. 
Lclr. 

Thanks,  good  lord  Msrnf&rd,  tis  more  of  your  good  will, 
Then  any  merit  or  defert  in  me. 

Mumford, 
And  now  to  yoi1,  my  worthy  countreymen, 
Ye  valiant  race  of  Getiovrjlan  Gaivks, 
Surnamtd  ReJ-JJpanks,  tor  your  chivalry, 
Becaule  you  tight  up  to  the  (hanks  in  btoud  ; 
Shew  yourfehes  now  to  be  right  Gawks  indeed, 
And  be  fo  bitter  on  your  enemies, 
That  they  may  fay,  you  are  as  bitter  as  gall. 
Gall  them,  brave  fhor,  with  your  artillery  : 
Gall  them,  brave  lialberts,  with  your  (harp  point  biiles, 
Each  in  their  pointed  place,  not  one,  but  all, 
Fight  for  the  credit  of  yourfehes  and  Gawk* 
King. 

Then  what  mould  more  periwafion  need  to  thofe, 
That  rather  with  to  deale,  then  heare  of  blovves  ? 
Let's  to  our  (hips,  and  if  that  God  permit, 
In  f^ure  hourcs  fail,  I  hope  we  (hall  be  there. 
Mumford. 

And  in  five  houres  more,  I  make  no  doubt, 
But  we  mall  bring  our  wifn'd  defires  about.  [Exet.nt. 

Enter  a  Captaine  of  the  Watch ,  and  two  Watchmen, 

Captainc. 
My  honeft  friends,  it  is  your  turne  to  night, 
To  watch  in  this  place,  neere  about  the  beacon, 
And  vigilantly  have  regard, 
If  any  rleer  of  (hips  paile  hitherward  : 
Which  it  you  do,  your  office  is  to  fire 

The  beacon  prefently,  and  raife  the  towne.  [Exit* 

Firji  Watchman* 
I,  I,  I,  feare  nothing  ;  we  know  our  charge,  I  warrant :  I 
have  bin  a  watchman   about  this  beacon  this  xxx.   yeie,  and 
yet  I  oe're  fee  it  ilir,  but  lbod  as  quietly  as  might  be. 

Second 
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Second  Watchman, 

Faith  neighbour,  and    you9!  follow  my  vice,    ir.fi  end    01 
watchii  beacon,   vvee'J  go  ro  goodman  ,  and 

a  por  of  ale  and  a  rafherof  bacon  :  and  if  we  do  Hot 
drink  ourfetves  drunke,  then  {o  ;  I  warrant,  the  beacon  will 
ice  ua  when  we  come  on'  a 

Fit  v. 

I.  but  how  if  fome  body  excufe  us  to  the  captaic 

Second  II  atebman, 
Tis  no  matter,  lie  prove  by  good  reafon  that  we  watch  the 
q  :  alle  for  example. 

Firji  Watchman. 
I  hope  you  do  not  call  me  aiTe  by  craft,  neighbour. 

Second  Watchman. 
No,  no,  but  for  example :  lay  here   ftands  the  pot  of  ale, 
thats  the  beacon. 

Fhji  Watchman. 
I,  I,  tis  a  very  good  beacon. 

Second  Watchman. 
Well,  fay  here  itands  your  nofe,  thats  the  fire. 

Fhjl  Watchman. 
Indeed  I  mud  confeffe,  tis  fome  what  red. 

Second  Watchman. 
I  fee  come  marching  in  a  diih,  halfe  a  fcore  pieces  of  Hilt 
bacon. 

Fir  r.n. 

I  underftand  your  meaning,   thats  as  much  to  fay,   I 
fcore  (hips. 

Second  Watchman. 
True,  you  confter  right ;  prefently,  like  a  faithful  watch- 
man, I  fire  the  beacon,  and  call  up  the  towne. 
Firft  Watchman. 
its  as  much  as  to  fay,  you  let  your  nofe  to  the  pot, 
and  drink   1  p  the  di 

../  Watchman* 
You  are  i  .  let's  go  fire  the  beacon. 

[E 

Enter 
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Enter  the  king  of  Gallia  with  a  ftill  march,   Mumford   and 
foldicrs. 
King. 
Now  march  our  enfignes  on  the  Bn'tti/h  earth, 
And  we  are  neere  approching  to  the  towne  : 
Then  looke  about  you,  valiant  countrymen,. 
And  we  fhall  finifh  this  exploit  with  eafe. 
Th7  inhabitants  of  this  miltrultful  place 
Are  dead  afleep,  as  men  that  are  fecure  : 
Here  fhall  we  ikirmilh  but  with  naked  men, 
Devoid  or"  fence,  new  waked  from  a  dreame, 
'.("hat  know  not  what  our  comming  doth  pretend, 
Till  they  do  feele  our  meaning  on  their  Ikinnes  : 
Therefore  afiaile  :  God  and  our  right  for  us.  [Exeunt. 

Alarm,  with  men  and  women  balfe*  naked :  Enter  two  Captaines 
without  dublctS)  with  f words, 
Firfi  Captain, 
Where  are  thefe  villaines  that  were  fet  to  watch, 
And  fire  the  beacon,  if  occafion  ferv'd, 
That  thus  have  fuffred  us  to  be  furprifde, 
And  never  given  notice  to  the  towne  ? 
We  are  betray'd,  and  quite  devoid  of  hope, 
By  any  meanes  to  fortify  ourfelves. 

Second  Captain. 
Tis  ten  to  one  the  peafants  are  o'recome  with  drinke  ajid 
ileep,  and  fo  neglect  their  charge. 

Firfi  Captaine, 
A  whirl-wind  carry  them  quick  to  a  whirl-poole, 
That  there  the  Haves  may  drinke  their  bellies  full. 
Second  Captaine, 
This  tis,  to  have  the  beacon  lb  neere  the  ale-houfe. 

Enter  the  Watchmen  drwike,  with  each  a  pot. 
Firfi    Captaine, 
Out  on  ye,  villaines,  whither  run  you  now  ? 

Firfi  Watchman. 
To  fire  the  towne,  and  call  up  the  beacon. 

Second  Watchman. 
No,  no,  fir,  to  fire  the  beacon.  {He  irinkt* 

Second, 
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Second  Cap*aine, 
What,  with  a  pot  of  ale,  you  drunken  rogues  ? 
Firfl  C apt  am. 
You'l  fire  the  beacon,  when  the  towne  is  loft  : 
lie  teach  you  how  to  tend  your  office  berrer. 

[Draws  to  Jlab  tbcm. 

Enter  Mumford,  Captaines  run  away, 
Mumford. 
Yeeld,  yeeld,  yeeld.  [He  kicks  dozvne  their  pots, 

Firfl  Watchman. 
Reele  ?  no,  we  do  not  reele : 
You  may  lacke  a  pot  of  ale  ere  you  die, 
Mumford. 
But  in  meane  fpace,  I  aniwer,  you  want  none, 
Wei,  theres   no  dealing  with  you,  y'are  tall  men,  and  wel 

weapond ; 
I  would  there  were  no  worfe  then  you  in  the  towne.      [Exit. 
Second  Watchman. 
A  fpeaks  like  an  honeil  man,  my  cholers  paft  already. 
Come,  neighbour,  let's  go. 

Firfl  Watchman. 
Nay,  firfl  let's  fee  and   we  can  ftand.  [Exeunt. 

[Alarum,  excurflons,    Mumrord  after  themy  andfome  halfe  naked* 

Enter  the  Gallian  king,  Leir,  Mumford,  Cordelia,  Perillus,  and 
JouUierSj  with  the  chief e  of  the  toivne  bound. 

King, 
Feare  not,  my  friends,  you  fhall  receive  no  hurt, 
If  you'l  fubferibe  unto  your  lawful  king, 
And  quite  revoke  your  fealty  from  Cambria, 
And  from  afpiring  Cornzvall  too,  whofe  wives 
Have  pratftiide  treafon  'gainft  their  fathers  lite. 
Wee  come  in  juilice  of  your  wronged  king, 
And  do  intend  no  harme  at  all  to  you, 
So  you  fubmit  unto  your  lawful  king, 
Leir, 
Kind  countrymen,  it  grieves  rae,  that  perforce, 
I  am  conlirain'd  to  ufe  extremities. 

Gg  ?  Nobles, 
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Nohles. 

Long  have  you  here  bin  lookt  for,  good  my  lord, 
And  wifh'd  for  by  a  general  confent : 

And  had  we  known  your  highneffe  had  arrived, 
We  had  not  made  refinance  to  your  grace  : 
And  now,  my  gracious  lord,  you  need  not  doubt, 
But  all  the  country  will  yeeid  prefently, 
Which  ilnce  your  abfence  have  bin  greatly  tax'd, 
For  to  maintaine  their  overl  welling  pride. 
Weeje  preientiy  fend  word  to  all  our  friends ; 
When  they  have  notice,  they  will  come  apace. 
Lezr, 

Thank?,  loving  fubjedb  ;  and  thanks,  worthy  fen, 
Thanks,  my  kind  daughter,  thanks  to  you,  my  lord, 
Who  wiliingiy  adventured  have  your  blood, 
(Without  defert)  to  do  me  fo  much  good. 
Mumford, 

O,  fay  not  fo : 
I  h"ve  bin  much  beholding  to  your  grace  : 
I  mull  confefTe,  I  have  bin  in  fome  ikirmifties, 
But  I  was  never  in  the  like  to  this: 
For  where  I  was  wont  to  meet  with  armed  men, 
I  was  now  incountred  with  naked  women. 
Cordelia. 

We  that  are  feeble,  and  want  ufe  of  armes, 
Will  pray  to  God,  to  fheeld  you  from  all  harmes. 
Leir. 

The  while  your  hands  do  manage  ceafelefle  toile, 
Our  hearts  (hall  pray,  the  fees  may  have  the  foile. 
Peril 

Weele  fait  and  pray,  whiht  you  for  us  do  fight, 
That  victory  may  profecute  the  right. 
King. 

Me  thinks,  your  words  do  amplify  (my  friends) 
And  adde  frem  vigor  to  my  willing  limmes  :  [Dium. 

But  l.arke,  1  bea're  the  adverfe  drum  approach. 
God  and  our  right,  faint  D-?iis>  and  faint  Cccrgc. 
i 

Enter 
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Enter  Cornwall,  Cambria,  Gonorill,  Ragan,  and  the  army, 

Cornwall. 

Prefumptuous  king  of  Gawles,  how  darelt  thou 
Prelume  to  enter  on  our  Brittifb  more  ? 
And  more  then  that,  to  take  our  towncs  perforce, 
And  draw  our  fubjects  hearts  from  their  true  king? 
Ee  fure  to  buy  it  at  as  deare  a  price, 
As  ere  you  bought  prdumption  in  your  lives. 
King. 
Ore-dating  Cornwall,  know,  we  came  in  righr, 
And  juit  revengement  of  the  wronged  king, 
Whole  daughters  theie,  tell  vipers  as  they  are, 
Have  fought  to  murder  and  deprive  of  life  : 
But  God  protected  him  from  all  their  fpight, 
And  we  are  come  in  juftice  of  his  right. 
Cambria. 
Nor  he  nor  thou  have  any  intereft  here, 
But  what  you  win  and  purchafe  with  the  fword. 

(launders  to  our  noble  vercuous  queenes, 
Wee'l  in  the  battel  thru  ft  them  down  thy  throte, 
Except  for  feare  of  our  revenging  hands, 
Thou  flye  to  fea,  as  not  fecure  on  lands. 
Mumford. 
Weljbman,  He  fo  ferrit  you  ere  night  for  that  word, 
That  you  {hall  have  no  mind  to  crake  fo  wel  this  twelvemonth. 
Gonorill. 
They  lye,  that  fay,  we  fought  our  father's  death, 

Ragan , 
'Tis  meerely  forged  for  a  colour's  fake, 
To  let  a  glofle  on  your  invi.fion. 
Me  thinks,  an  old  man  ready  for  to  die, 
Snould  be  alham'd  to  broache  fo  foule  a  lie. 
Cordelia. 
Fy,  (hamelefie  lifter,  fo  devcyed  cf  grace, 
To  call  our  father  lier  to  his  face, 
Gonorill. 
Peace  (puritan)  diflembling  hypocrite, 
Which  arc  fo  good,  that  thou  wit  prove  ftark  naught : 

Anon, 
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Anon,  when  as  I  have  you  in  my  fingers, 
He  make  vou  wifh  yourfelfe  in  purgatory. 
Pcnllus. 
Nay,  peace  thou  monfrer,  fhame  unto  thy  fexe: 
Thou  fiend  in  likenefie  of  a  humane  creature. 
Rag  an, 
I  never  heard  a  fouler  fpoken  man. 

Leir. 
Out  on  thee,  viper,  fcum,  filthy  parricide, 
Ttfore  odious  to  my  fight  then  is  a  toade  : 
Knovveft  thou  thefe  letters  ?     [Sbejnatcbes  than  and team  them* 
Ragan. 
Think  you  to  outface  me  with  your  paltry  fcrowles  ? 
You  come  to  drive  my  hufband  from  his  right, 
Under  the  colour  of  a  forged  letter. 
heir. 
Who  ever  heard  the  like  impiety  ? 

Perillus. 
You  are  our  cebtour  of  more  patience  : 
We  were  more  patient  when  we  ihiid  for  you, 
Within  the  thicket  two  long  Jroures  and  more. 
Kazan, 

o 

What  houres  ?  what  thicket  ? 

Perillus. 
There,  where  you  fent  your  fervant  with  your  letters, 
Seal'd  with  your  hand,  to  fend  us  both  to  heaven, 
Where,  as  I  tbinke,  you  never  meane  to  come. 
Ragan. 
Alas,  you  are  growne  a  child  againe  with  age, 
Or  elie  your  fences  dote  for  want  of  fleepe. 
Perillus, 
Indeed  you  made  us  rife  betimes,  you  know, 
Yet  had  a  care  we  (hould  ileepe  where  you  bade  us  flay, 
But  never  wake  more  till  the  latter  day. 
GonorilL 
Peace,  peace,  old  fellow,  thou  art  fleepy  flill. 

Mumford. 
Faith,  and  if  you  reafon  till  to  morrow, 
You  set  no  other  anfweie  at  their  hands. 

Tis 
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Tis  pitty  two  iu*.ii  good  faces 
Should  have  fo  little  grace  betweene  them. 
Well,  let  us  fee  if  their  hufbands  with  their  hand* 
Can  do  as  much  as  they  do  with  their  toungs. 
Cambria, 
T,  with  their  fwords  they')  make  your  toung  unfay 
What  they  have  laid,  or  elle  they'l  cut  them  out. 
Rang. 
Too'r,  gallants,  too't,  let's  not  itand  brawling  thus. 

[Exeunt  both  armies. 

Sound  Alarum:  cxcv.rfons,     Mumford  ?nujl  chafe  Cambria  azvay: 
then  ceaje.     Enter  Cornwall. 

Cornwall. 
The  day  is  loir,  our  friends  do  al)  revolt, 
And  joine  againlt  us  with  the  adveri'e  part : 
There  is  no  rreanes  of  fafety  but  by  flight, 
And  thererore  lie  to  Cornwall  with  my  cpeene.  [Exit* 

Enter  Cambria. 

Ckmbria, 

I  thinke,  there  is  a  devil  in  the  campe  hath  haunted  me  to 
day:  he  hath  lb  tired  me,  that  in  a  maner  I  can  fight  no 
more. 

Enter  INI  urn  ford. 

Zounds!  here  he  comes,  lie  take  me  to  my  horfe.         [Exit. 
[Mum lord  fottowes  him  to  the  doret  and  re  tunics. 
Mumford. 
Farewel  (JVelfiman)  give  thee  but  thy  due, 
Thou  haft  a  light  and  nimble  pane  of  legs : 
Thou  art  more  in  debt  to  them  then  to  thy  hands  : 
B  it  if  I  meet  rhee  once  againe  ro  day, 
lie  cut  them  off,  and  let  them  to  a  better  heart.  [Exit. 

Alarums   and   excurfions^    then  found    viclmy.     Enter    Lelr 
Terillus,  King,  Cordelia,  and  Mumford. 

*%  • 
Thanks  Le  to  God,  your  foes  are  overcome, 
And  you  againe  pofietied  of  youi  :ic?ht. 

Leir. 
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Leir. 

Firft  to  the  heavens ;  next,  thanks  to  you,  my  fonne, 
By  whofe  good  meanes  I  repoflefle  the  ferae  : 
Which  if  it  pleafe  you  to  accept  yourfclf, 
With  all  my  heart  I  will  refigne  to  you  : 
For  it  is  yours  by  righr,  and  none  or.  mine. 
Firft,  have  you  raifd,  at  your  ovvne  charge,  a  power 
Or  valiant  ibuldiers  (this  comes  all  from  you) ; 
Next  have  you  ventured  your  owne  perfons  fcathe. 
And  laftly  (worthy  Gallia  never  ftaind), 
My  kingly  title  I  by  thee  have  gaind. 
King. 

Thank  heavens,  not  me,  my  zeale  to  you  is  fuch, 
Commaund  my  utmoft,  I  will  never  grutch. 
Cordelia. 

He  that  with  all  kiod  love  intreats  his  oueene, 
Will  net  be  to  her  father  unkind  fe< 
Lcir. 

Ah,  my  Cordelia,  now  I  call  to  mind, 
The  modeft  anfwere,  which  I  tooke  unkind  : 
But  now  I  fee,  I  am  no  whit  beguild, 
Thou  iovedfi  me  dearly,  and  as  ought  a  child. 
And  thou  (Pcrillus)  partner  once  in  woe, 
Thee  to  requite,  the  beft  I  can,  lie  doe: 
Yet  all  I  can,  I,  were  it  ne're  lo  much, 
Were  not  fufficient,  thy  true  love  is  fuch. 
Thanks  (worthy  Mumford)  to  thee  lait  of  all, 
Not  greeted  laii,  'caufe  thy  defert  was  fmall ; 
No,  thou  haftlion-iike  laid  on  to  day, 
Chafing  the  Cornwall  king  and  Cambria; 
Who  with  my  daughters,  daughters  did  I  fay  ? 
To  fave  their  lives,  the  fugitives  did  play. 
Come,  fonneand  daughter,  who  bid  me  advaunce, 
Repoie  with  me  a  while,  and  then  for  Frawtce, 

[Sound  dr ames  and  trumpets,     Exeunt, 
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